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THE COMEDY OE EEEOES. 


Fiest printed in the folio of 1623. — It would appear that this play was acted 
at Gray’s Inn in December 1594 ; for the following niftice in the Gcsta Gray- 
orum^ can hardly be referred to any other piece ; After such spoits, a Co- 
medy of Errors (like to Plautus his Menechmus) was played by the players^ 
so that night was begun, and continued to the end, in noiiing but confusion 
and errors ; whereupon it was ever afterwards called The Night of Error*i"' 
p. 22, ed. 1688. The second notice of it is in Meres’s Palladis Tamm, &c., 
1598, where it is mentioned as Shakesxieare’s “Errors” (see the l^emoir of 
Sliakespeare) — The Comedy of Errors is evidently one of our author’s ear- 
liest contributions to the stage. “ The only note of time that occurs in this 
play is found in the followmg passage [act 111 sc. 2] ; 

^Ant S, Where Fmiice ? 

JDro. S, In her forehead ; armed and reverted, making war against her 
hair, ’ 

I have no doubt that an eq^uivoque [first pointed out by Theobald ad 1 . ] was 
here intended, and that, beside the obvious sense, an allusion was intended 
to King Henry lY. the heir of France, concerning whose succession to the 
throne there was a civil war in that country, Irom August 1589, when his 
father was assassinated, for several years. Henry, after struggling long 
against the power and force of the League, extricated himself from all his 
difficulties by embracing the Koman Catholic rehgion at St. Denis, on Sunday 
the 25th of July 1593, and was crowned King of France in Feb. 1594 ; I 
therefore imagine this play was written before that period [written m 1592]. 
In 1591 Lord Essex was sent with 4000 troops to the French King’s assist- 
nnee, and his brother Walter was killed before Rouen in Hormandy. From 
that time till Henry was peaceably settled on the throne, many bodies o 
troops were sent by Queen Elizabeth to his aid : so that his situation ??iu&?" 
then have been a matter of notoriety’', and a subject of coi^yersation in Eng- 
land. .... I formerly supposed that it [The Comedy of Errors\ could not 
have been written till 1596, because the translation of the Mencechmi of Plau- 
tus [by W. W., i.e, William Warner], from which the plot appears to^ave 
been taken, was not published till 1595. But on a more attentive examination 
of that translation, I find that Shakespe^e njight have seen it before publica- 
tion ; for from the printer’s advertisement to^the reader, it appears that, for 

* Gesia Grayorum . or, The Hutory 0 / the Jffigh and mighty Prince^ Penry Prince ofPur^ 
poole, Arch~J>uke of Siapuha and Bernardia, Pidee of JSigh and JSfetJier Ilolbom, Marquis of 
BL Giles and Tottenham^ Count Palatine of Bloomshm y and Clerimwell^ Great Lord of the 
Cantons of Islington, Kentish-Tovm, Paddington and Knights-bndge, Kmght of the most 
Ileroieal Order of the Helmet, and Soveieign of the Same, Who Reignei^nd Pied, A,P, 1694* 
Together vntk A Masgue, as it was presented (by Bis Htghness's Command) for the entertain- 
ment of Q Ehmbeth; who, mth the Nobles of both Courts, was present thereat Zondgn, 

16S8, 4to. 



fUE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


«oin? time before, It bad been banded about in Ms, among the •translator’s 
friends.” Malone’s Life of Shakespeare, p. 321. In another place the same 
commentator rematbs : It has been said that Shakespear|j has not taken a 
single name, line, of word, fro||i the translated Menoechmi of Plautus f which 
may liteially true, but is not easily reconcilable to an observation made 
by Mr. Meevens, in whicdi he seems to think that our author’s desmption of 
the cheanng mountebanks and pretended conjurers who infested Epidamniim 
[see the concluding spgech of act n] was taken from thence. The truth, how- 
ever, IS, that he had no occasion to consult "Warner’s translation of the Me- 
nmchmi for this or any other purpose, for it is extremely probable that he 
was furnished with Mie fable of the present comedy by a play on a simil^^i' 
subject, from which he might have derived the very description above alluded? 
to ; and there also he might have found the designations of surreptus and 
m'raticus, of whicj;i some traces are exhibited in the original copy of this play. 
[|n the folio of 1623, act i. sc. 2, we have “Enter Antipholis Erotesf « c. 
Antipholus of Syracuse (again in act ii. sc. 2, “ Enter Antipholis Errotif, ”), 
and in act li sc. i, “Enter Adriana, wife to Antipholis Sereptusf ie. Anti- 
pholus of Ephesus.] Of this piece no mention is made in any dramatic liistoiy 
that I have seen, nor in any of the fugitive pamphlets of ancient days ; but 
the notice concerning it which I discovered not long after my former edition 
of these plays was published, furnishes us with decisive evidence on this sub- 
ject ; for the piece in question was acted before Queen Eh2abeth in the year 
I 57 ^ 7 > "^^en our poet was in his thirteenth year In the Historical Account 
of the Eaglish Stage [by Malone] may be found a list of the various perform- 
ances exhibited before her Majesty during the Christmas festivities of the 
year above mentioned, among which is the following piece : 

‘ The Hktorie of Error, shewn at Hampton Court on Efew’ ycres daie at 
night [1576-7], enacted by the children of Pawles.’ [See Malone’s Shale- 
speare, by Boswell, vol. 111. 387.] 

As the dramas acted by the smgmg boys of St. Paul’s Cathedral were gene- 
rally founded on classical stones, it may be presumed that this ancient piece 
was in a good measure founded on the comedy of Plautus ; and doubtless 
thus the fable was transmitted to Shakespeare.” Prelim, Remarks on The 
Comedy of Errors. The same piece was played at Windsor on Twelfth-Night 
1582-3 ; A Histork of Ferrar [read A Historie of Error], shewed before hex 
at Wyndesor, on Twelf daie at night, enacted by the Lord Chamber' 
laynes servaunt^,” &c. : see Malone’s Shakespeare, by Boswell, vol. iii. 4°^* 
(Warner’s translation of the Menaechmi is reprinted by Steevens among Eix 
Cld Plays on which Shakespeare founded, &c , 1779 ) 



DEAMATIS PEESOKiP'^ 


SOLINUS, duke of Ephesus. 

JEgeon, a merchant of Syracuse. 

Antipholus * of Ephesus, ) t^vm brothers, and sous to jE^eon 
Antipholus of Syracuse, j and Emilia. 

Deomio of Ephesus, ) twin brotheis, and attendants on the^two 
Dbomio of Syracuse, / Antipholiises. 

Balthazar, a merchant. 

Angelo, a goldsmith. 

First Merchant, friend to Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Second Merchant, to whom Angelo is a debtor. 

Pinch, a schoolmaster. 

ASmilia, wife to JEgeon, an abbess at Ephesus. 

Adriana, wife to Antipholus of Ephesus. 

LucianA, her sister. 

Luce, servant to Adriana. 

A Courtezan. 

Gaoler, Offieeis, and other Attendants. 

Scene— 


In the folio this name is i^elt both “ Anfcipholis ” and “ Antipholus ” I may notice 
that the only form m anoieifc au1>liora is “ 



THE COMEDY OF EUROilS. 


ACT L 

Scene I. A hall in the Duke’s palace. 

Enter Duke, -^geon. Gaoler, Officers, and other Atteudanta 

Mcje, Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall, 

And by the doom of death end woes and all. 

Duke, Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more ; 

I am not partial to infringe our laws : 

The enmity and discord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, — 

Who, wanting guilders to redeem their lives, 

Have seal’d his rigorous statutes with their bloods, — 
Excludes all pity from our threatening looks. 

JEcr, since the mortal and intestine jars 
’Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 

It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 

Bgth by the Syracusians and ourselves, 

T’ admit no traffic to our adverse towns : 

Hay, more, if any born at Ephesus 
Be seen at Syracusian iffarts and fairs ; 

Again, if any Syracusian born^^ 

Nay^ morCy if any lorn at Eyhesus 
Be seen at Syracusian 7mrts and fairs ^ 

Agaiiiy if any Bytacusian hordl 

In the second of these lines the folio has “Be seem at any Biraeusiany^ 
4c. (the “any” having been inserted by a mistake of the traiiscriher m 
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THE COMEDY OF ERROl 


Tact t. 


Come to the bay of Ephesus,, he dies, 

His goods coXifiscate to the duke’s dispose; 

Unless^a thousand marks be leviM, 

To q[uit the penalty and ransom him/'^ 

Thy substance, valu’d at the highest rate^ 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 

Therefore by law thou art condemn’d to die. 

^ge. Yet this my comfort, — when yoifr words are done. 
My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 

Duke. Well, Syracusian, say, in brief, the cg,use 
Why thou departed’st from thy native home, 

And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 

jSJge, A heavier task could not have been impos’d ^ 

Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable : 

Yet, that the world may witness that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

I’ll utter what my sorrow gives me lea^ 

In Syracusa was I born ; and wed 
Unto a' woman, happy but for me, 

And by me too,^^^ had not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv’d in joy ; our wealth increas’d 
By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum; till my factor’s -death, 

And the great care of goods at random left,^^^ 


compositor, whose eye had caught it in the preceding or in the following 
line) ; and so Malone and others, though the passage had been long 
set right — To my surprise, I find that Walker (Shakespeare^ s Versifica- 
tion^ &o., p. 269) would read and arrange thus ; 

‘‘ JSfay^ more : 

If any horn at Ephesus he seen 

At any Syracusian marts and f airs <&c. 

(f) and ransom /twi.] The folio has ^^and to ransoms him,^^ 
if) Yet this my coyngortfl Here pefliap^, as is suggested by Walker 
(Shakespeare^ s Versiftcation, &o., p. 85), ‘Hhis^^ ought to be printed 
<‘this^,” the contraction for ‘‘this is which the foho has in Measure 
for Measure^ act v. sc. t* 

8 too,'] Was added in the second folio. 

Ana the great care of goods at random left,] So Theobald (a cor- 
rection which Malone gives as his own).— The folio has And he great 
ears of goods at randone — The editor of the second^olio substituted 

And he great store of goods at randone leaving.” (Thougli here the 
folio has the old form « randone,” it has in The ^Two Gent of Verona^ 
act lit sc, 2, “ I writ at randoms f <&c.) 



SCENE I] COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

' Drew me from kind embracements of mj spouse : 
Erom whom my^ absence was not six months 
Before herself — almost ^ fainting under 
Th% pleasing punishment that women bear — - 
Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon and safi arrivM where I was. 

There had she not been long but she became 
A joyful mother tof two goodly sons ; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other 
As could not be distinguish’d but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 

A meaner woman was delivered 
Of su#h a burden, male twins, both alike : 

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys. 

Made daily motions for our home return ; 

UnwHIing I agreed. Alas, too soon 
We came aboard ! 

A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d, 

Before the always- wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm : 

But longer did we not retain much hope ; 

For what obscurM light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death; 

BThich though myself would gladly^^^ have embrac’d, 
Yet the inc^sant weepings of my wife. 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 

A*d piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn’d for fasliion, ignorant what to fear, 


(*) A meaner woman] The folio has ‘A meane worn an — ^The 
second folio has “A poor meane womanJ ^ — ‘‘The word vas added 
to complete the metre in the second folio. It is manifest that some 
word was omitted by the compositor of the original copy ; but the word 
supplied by t^e second folio can hardly be the author’s word, for in the 
next line buf%ne we have ‘lor their parents were exceeding poor.’” 
M ALONE. — “ Bead ‘ A meaner woman ; ’ one of a lower rank than my 
wife.” Walker’s Ont Exam,., &c., vol. ii. p. 54. 

0 gladly] Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “gently ” 
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


[act I 


Eorc^d me to seek delays for them and me. 

And this it was, — for other means was npne : — 

The" sailors sought for safety by ou'r boat, 

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us : 

Jly wife, more careful for the latter-born, 

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast, 

Such as seafaring men provide for storms ; 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Whilst I had been like heedful of the other : 

The children thus dispos’d, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d, 

Fasten’d ourselves at either end the- mast ; 

And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 

Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth, 

Dispers’d those vapours that offended us ; 

And, by the benefit of his wish’d light, 

The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from far making amain to us. 

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this : 

But ere they came, — 0, let me say no more 1 
Gather the sequel by that went before. 

Duke, Nay, forward, old man ; do not break off so ; 

For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 

jEge, 0, had the gods done so, I had not now 
Worthily term’d them merciless to us ! 

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues, 

We were encounter’d by a mighty rock; 

Which being violently borne upon. 

Our helpful ship^^^ was splitted in the midst ; 

So that, in this unjust divorce of us. 

Fortune had left to both of us ajdke 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 

(®) Ms] ^‘Eead Walker’s Grit Dram., &c., voL iii, p. 24. 

(®) home upon^ 

Our helpful ship] 

The folio has ^^horm vp ” &c. ; the second folio home up upon^^^ 

Eowe altered ^‘helpfuP to “helpless:” Mr. Swynfen Jervis would 
substitute “ hopeful.” 



SCENE i.J IpE comedy of errors. 

Hexjpart, poor soul! seeming as burdenM 
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe, 

Was carried with more s|eed before the wind ; 

An<i in our sight they three were tais:en up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, the oth^r^^°^ ship had seiz'd on us ; 

And, knowing whom it was their hap to save, 

Gave healthful v^lcome to their shipwreck'd guests ; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey, 

Had not their bark been very slow of sail, 

-4pd therefore homeward did they bend their course. — 
Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss ; 

That by misfortune was my life prolong’d, 

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps, 

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrow’st for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall’n of them and thee^^^^ till now. 

My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care, 

At eighteen years became inquisitive 
After his brother ; and impdrtun’d me 
That his attendant — for^^^^ his case was- like, 

Eeft of his brother, but retain’d his name — 

Jlight bear him company in' the quest of him: 

Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, 

I hazarded the loss of whom I lov’d. 

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 
Jiiiaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 

And, coasting^ homeward, came to Ephesus ; 

Hopeless to find, yet loth to leave unsought 
Oiy;hat, or any place that harbours men. 

But here -must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were I in my^ timely death, 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

Duke. Hapless -Egeon, whom the fates have nmk’d 


(1®) the other\ The folio has “ another.” — Corrected by Hantuer. 
(^) 7 msfortwi% The folio has “misfortunes.” 

What hath hefaUn of them and thee] The folio has “ 117? ^-6^ h.i 
befmine of them and they.” — Corrected in the second folio. 

The folio has “so.” — Corrected in the second foHo. 
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THE COMEDY OF ERROM [act i. 


To bear W extremity of dire mishap 1 

trust *me, were it not against our lawp 
Against my crown, my oath, my di|nity, — 

AVhich princes, would they, may not disairnil, — 

My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 

But, though thou art adjudged to the deatli, 

And passed sentence may not be recall'd 
But to our honour's great disparagement, 

Yet will I favour thee in what I can. 

Therefore, merchant, ITl limit thee this day 

To seek thy life by beneficial help 

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus ; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 

And live ; if not,^^^ then thou art doom'd to die. — 

Gaoler, now take him to thy custody.<^^®^ 

GaoL I will, my lord. 

^ge. Hopeless and helpless doth Higeon wend, 

But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [ExeimL 


To seek thy life hy lenefictal help ;] Tbe folio has To seeJce thy 
heipe ly lemficiall helpeJ^ — Steevens suggested “To seek thy help ly 
hewficial means ” — Mr. Collier formerly proposed and now reads (with 
his Ms. Corrector) ‘‘ To seek thy hope byf <fec. — Mr. Singer’s einemlation 
is To seek thy fine hyf &c . ; Mr. Swynfen Jervis’s “ To seek thy weal 
hi/f &c. — I adopt (with some hesitation) the reading of Pope, which 
Theobald and Hanmer retained ; which walker (Grit Exam., &c., voL 
i. p. 277) thinks is perhaps right , and which Mr. Grant White thus 
supports; “The Duke says, ‘though thou art adjudged to the dearth, 
yet will I favour thee ; . . . therefore I’ll limit thee this day to seek 
thy’ — ^what 1 With what other word than ‘liie’ could he fitly close 
sentence?” — (Steevens foolishly objects to the present reading, because 
the expression to seek thy life may also he found in *the sense of — to 
endeavour to take away thy hfe.) 

not^ The folio has “no;” a stark error (though, defended hy 
Malone). 

. W Gaoler, now take Mm to thy custody."] Here “ is the addition 
of HanmtT and of Mr. Collier’s Ms. Orre^tor. — Capell reads “ So, gaoler, 
take,'' &c. — Walker {Shakespeare's VeTsijication, &c., p. 153) proposes 
Go, gaoler, take,^' &c. 



SCENE II.] mfE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


Scene II. The Mart 

Enter Antipholus Syracuse, Dromio of Syracuse, and First 
Mercliant. 

First Mer, Therefore give out you are of Epidamnum, 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 

This very day % Syracusian merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 

And, not being able to buy out his life. 

According to the statute of the to'wn, 

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 

There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we host, 

And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 

Within this hour it will be dinner-time : 

Till that, I'll view the manners of the town, 

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 

And then return, and sleep wdthin mine inn ; 

For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 

Get thee away. 

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your word, 

And go indeed, havmg so good a mean. [Exit 

Ant S, A trusty villain, sir ; that very oft, 

WfrenI am dull with care and melancholy 
Lightens my liumour with his merry jests. 

What, will you watt with me about the town, 

An# then go to my inn, and dine with me ^ 

First Mer, I am invited, sir, to certain merchants, 

Of whom I hope to makegmfbh benefit; 

I crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock, 

Ple^e you, I'll meet with you upon the mart, 

And afterward consort youf^"^^ till bed-time : 

My present business calls me from you now. 

Ant S, FamveU tiU then : I will go lose myself, 


consort Compaie Lovds Lahouf^s Lost, act li. sc. i. 
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xind wander up and down to view the city. 

First Sir, I commend you to your (j.wn content 

[Exit 

Ant S. He that commends me to mine own content 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 

I to the world am like a drop of water, 

That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 

Who, falling there to find his fellow forth, 

Unseen, inq^uisitive, confounds himself: 

So I, to find a mother and a brother, 

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. — - , 

Here comes the almanac of my true date. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

What now ? how chance thou art return’d so soon 

Dro, E. Eeturn’d so soon 1 rather approach’d too late : 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit ; 

The clock hath strucken twelve upon the beU, — 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold ; ‘ 

The meat is cold, because you come not home ; 

You come not home, because you have no stomach ; 

• You have no stomach, having broke your fast ; _ 

But we, that know what ’tis to fast and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to-day. 

Ant S. Stop in your wmd, sir : tell me this, I pray. 
Where have you left the money that I gave ypu ? 

Ero, E, 0, — sixpence, that I had o’ Wednesday last 
To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper : — 

The saddler had it, sir ; I kept it not. 

Ant /SI I am not in a sportwe jiumour now : 

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 

We being strangers here, how dar’st thou4rust 
So great a charge from thine own custody ? 

Ero, E, I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner : 

I from" my mistress come to you in post ; 
ff I return, I shall be post indeed, 

Tor she will score your fault upon my pate. 



SCENE II ] COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


‘3 


Methinks your maw, like mine, skould be your clock, 

And strike yon borne witnout a messenger. 

A7it. S. Cone, DromioJ^come, these jests are out of seafoo ; 
Ees^ve them till a merrier hour than this. 

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

Dro. E, To me, •sir ! why, yon gave no gold to me. 

Ant. S. Come on, sir knave, have done your foolishness, 
And tell me how^hon hast dispos’d thy charge. 

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from the mart 
^ome to yonr house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner : 

My mistress afid her sister stay for yon. 

Ant S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me, 

In whgt safe place you have bestow’d my money ; 

Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours, 

That stands on tricks when I am undispos’d : 

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 

Eto. E, I have some marks of yours upon my pate, 

Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders; 

JBut not a thousand marks between you both. 

If I should pay your worship those again, 

Perchance you win not bear them patiently. 

Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks ! what mistress, slave, bast 
thou ? 

Eto E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at the Phoenix ; 
She that doth fast till you come home to dinner, 

And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

^Ant S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face, 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave. 

[Beatmg him. 

Pro. E. What mean you, sir ? for God’s sake, hold your 
hands ! 

Nay, an you will not, sir, I’^l take my heels. [Emt 

Ant K Upon my life,-’ by some device or other 
Tlig villain is o’er*raught of all my money. 

They say this town is full of cozenage ; 

As, nimble Jugglers that deceive the eye, 

Bark* working sorcerers that change the mind, 


(^} dock^} The folio has ** cooked 



14 . THE COMEDY OF ERRCllis. [act ii. 

Soul-killiiig witches that deform the body, 

Disguised, cheaters, prating monntebaiiks, 

Aid. many ^snch-like liberties of sip 
If it prove so, I will be gone the "sooner. 

Ill to the Centaur, to go seek this slave : 

I greatly fear my money is not safe. [Uxit 


ACT IL 

Scene L Before the house of Antipholus of Ephesus. 
Enter Adbiana and Luciana. 

Adr. Neither my husband nor the slave return’d, 

That in such haste I sent to seek his master ! 

Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock, 

Luc, Perhaps some merchant hath invited him, 

And from the mart he’s somewhere gone to dinner. 

Good sister, let us dine, and never fret : 

A man is master of his liberty : 

Time is their master ; and when they see time, 

They’ll go or come : if so, be patient, sister. 

Adr, Why should their liberty than ours be more ? 

Luc, Because their business still lies out o’ door. 

Adr* Look, when I serve Mm so, he takes it ill.^^'^ 

Lug, 0, know he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr, There’s none but asses will be bridl<fd so. 

Luc, Why, headstrong liberty is lash’d with woe. 

There’s notMng situate under heaven’s eye 
But hath Ms bound, in earth, in sea, in sky: 

The beasts, the fishes, and the* wingfed fowls, 

Are their males’ subjects and at their controls : 

Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 

C®) lihertm of sin :'] Hanmex printed libertine^ 0/ sm;” and so 
reads Mr. ColliePs Ms. Corrector ; — vttj improperly#^! think. 

it ill} The folio has takes it thus. —Corrected in the 

second folio. 
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of the^wide world and wild watery seas, 

Indil’d with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more pre-emfnence tll^n fish and fowls, 

Are masters to their females and their lords : 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This servi^mde makes you to keep unwed. 

Lug. 'Sot this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr. But, wer^ you wedded, you would bear some sway. 
Lug. Ere I learn love, I’ll practise to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband start some otherwhere ? 

Luc. Till hep come home again, I would forbear. 

Adr. Patience unmov’d, no marvel though she pause ; 
They can be meek that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity, 

We bid be q:Uiet when we hear it cry; 

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain : 

So thou, that hast no unldnd mate to grieve thee, 

With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me ; 

But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 

This fool-begg’d patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, I will marry one day, but to try. — 

Here comes your man ; now is your husband nigh. 

E7iter Dbomio of Ephesus. 

^ Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 

Dro. E. he’s at two hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witness. 

^dr. Say, didst thou speak with him ? know’^sl thou his 
mind ? 

J)to. E, Ay, ay, he told lys mind upon mine ear : 
Beshrew his hand, I scarde could understand it. 

P) Mm, more divine, the masters of all time, 

Lords] 

The folio has 

** Mail more diuine, the Master of all §iese. 

Lord/' 
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Lug. Spake lie so doubtfully,^^^^ thou aoCiIdst not fee? his 
meaning -2 

^ro. E. ‘Nay, he struck so plainly, I Gould too well feel 
his Mows; and withal so doubufully, that I could scarce 
understand them. 

Adr. But say, I prithee, is he comings home ? 

It seems he hath great care to please his wife. 

Dto. E, Why, mistress, sure my master is horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ! 

jPm E. I mean not cuckold-mad ; 

But, sure, he is stark mad. 

When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, . 

He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold : 

Tis dinner-time,” quoth I ; My gold,” quoth he : 

Your meat doth burn,” quoth I ; “ My gold,” quoth he : 
*‘Wni you come home ^ quoth I; ''My gold,” quoth 
he; 

" Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, villain ? ” 

The pig,” quoth I, " is burn’d ; ” " My gold,” quoth he : 

“ My mistress, sir,” quoth I ; " Hang up thy mistress ! 

I know not thy mistress ; out on thy mistress 1 
L%c. Quoth who ? 

Ero. E. Quoth my master : 

I know,” quoth he, " no house, no wife, no mistress.” 

So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bear home upon my shoulders ; 

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him horned 
Ero. E. Go back again, and be new beaten home ! 

For God’s sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. 

Luc. S^ake he so doubtfully, j Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector alters 
doubtfully^ to ‘'doubly” both here and in Bromio's reply, 

(*^) a thousand] The folio has “a hundred.” — Corrected in the 
second folio. 

(2^) WiU yon come honu?} Here the word happens to hare 

dropt out from the folio : and, though the line is unnietrical without it, 
and though it has been thus reiterated by Dromio i^the scene ^pp. la, 
13) which he is now describing, — "you come not homef — ^"strike you 
hrnmf — ^^h<me to your house,” — ^^home to dinner,” — Mr. Kmglit and 
^Ir. Collier are agreed that there is no necessity for its insertion. 
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Bro. IS. And he will bless that cross with other beat- 
ing: 

Between yon I shall liav^ a holy head. 

Hence, prating peasant I fetch thy master home. 
Bro. E. Am I so round -with you as you with me, 

That like a footb^l you do spurn me thus ? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither : 

If I last in this fervice, you must case me in leather. [ErAt 
Big Fie, how impatience lowTeth in your face ’ 

Adr, His company must do his minions grace, 

Whilst I at h8me starve for a merry look, 
ifatli homely age th’ allnring beauty took 
From«my poor cheek ? then he hath wasted it; 

Are my discourses dull ? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and sharp discourse be marFd, 

IJnkindness blunts it more than marble hard : 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait ? 

That's not my fault, — he's master of my state : 

What ruins are in me that can be found 
By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayM fair 
A sunny look of his would soon repair : 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his stale. 

Lug. Self-harming jealousy, — ^fie, beat it hence I 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dispense. 

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 

Or else what lets it but he would be here ? 

Sister, you know he promis'd me a chain ; — 

■\^ould that alone alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 

I see the jewel best enameUM 

Will lose his beauty; aiSS though gold bides stiU, 

Tlpt others touch, yet often-touching will 
Wear gold : and so no man that hath a name, 

(25) ff'ouid alom almie he would detain^] So the bpcond folio ; 
aiul rightly : coiSpare our autbor^s Lucrece; '’‘But I ulom alone iniifstsit 
and pine/^ — The Iir4 folio has “ Would that cdane^ a loue he would 

VOL. II 
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Blit falsehood and corruption doth it shame/^^^ 

Since that ni;f beauty cannot pleasf his eye^ 

I’ll we-ep what’s left away, and we/ ping die. 

Zuc How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! \Exeimd,' 


Scene TI. The Mart 
Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant. S, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid^up 
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out. 

By computation and mine host’s report, 

I could not speak with Dromio since at first 
I sent him from the mart. — See, here he comes. 

Ent<r Dkomio of Syracuse. 

How now, sir ! is your merry humour alter’d ? 

As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 

You know no Centaur ? you receiv’d no gold ? 

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner ? 

My house was at the Phoenix ? Wast thou mad, 

That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 

Dro S, What answer, sir ? when spake I such a word ? 
A7it S, Even now, even here, not half an hour since. 

Dro, S. I did not see you since you sent me hence, 

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gavcj^me. 

Aiit S. Villain, tliou didst deny the gold’s receipt, 

(^*) I see the jewel best eaamellM 

Bat faUeliQod mid mnipliom doth it shame»J 

The folio has 

** I the leieell best enamaUd 
Will hose his hauiie : yet the gold hides still 
That others tdiieh. and often locking will^ 

Where gold and no man that hath a namm ' 

By falsehood and corrupion doth it shaml^* 

I give the passage as amended i>y the ingenuity of several editors ; that 
they have restored the very words of Shakespeare* I must greatly douM 
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told’st me of a mistress and a dinner ; 

For which, I htj^pe, thoni»',felt’st I was displeas’^. 

Dro, S, I'm glad to s^\e yon in this merry vein : 

Wjfiat means this jest ? I pray you, master, tell me. 

Ant S. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ? 
Think'st thou I jest ? Hold, take thou that, and that. 

\Beati7ig Mm. 

Dto. S, Hold,*sir, for God’s sake! now your jest is earnest* 
Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
bo use you for my fool, and chat with you, 

Your sauciness will jet upon my love, 

And make a common of my serious hours.^^^ 

When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport, 

But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 

If you will jest with me, know my aspect, 

And fashion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat this method in your sconce. 

JDro. S. Sconce call you it? so you would leave battering, 
I had rather have it a head : an you use these blows long, I 
must get a sconce for my head, and ensconce it too ; or else 
I shall seek my wit in my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, wliy 
am I beaten ? 

Ant /X Dost thou not know ? 

D7'o. jS. nothing, sir, but that I am beaten. 

(^) Yow saucinm will jet upo7i my lovBf 

And malie a common of my serious hours.'] 

The folio has ** Your sawcinesse will iest ko., — an error partly 

occasioned perhaps b}" the occurrence of the word ‘‘jest’’ both m the 
pi^ceding speech and towards the close of the present one. — The second 
tine so obviously leads to the correction which I have now made, that 
I wonder how it escaped the commentators. Compare Titus Andro- 
nicm, act ii. sc. i ; 

“ ana tmnU: you not how dangerous 
It is to jet upon a prince’s right ? ” 

Michard IIL act ii. sc. 4 ; 

“ Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Jdpon the innocent and aweless throne, 

and Sir Thomas More (a play edited by me for the Shakespeare Society) ; 
‘*It is hard when Englishmens pacience must he thus jetted m by 
straungers/’ &c., p, 2 . 
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Ant S, Shall I tell you why ? 

S. sir, and wherefore; ior tliey-fsay every why 
hath a%wherefore. 

Ant S. Why, first, — for flouting me ; and then, wh^’e-^ 
fore, — 

For urging it the second time to me. 

Dro. S Was there ever any man thus beaten out of season,. 
When in the why and the wherefore is neither rhyme nor 
reason ^ 

Well, sir, I thank you. 

Ant S, Thank me, sir 1 for what ^ 

JDro. S, Marry, sir, for this something that you gave me 
for nothing. 

Ant S. Ill make you amends next, to give you nothing 
for something. But say, sir, is it dinner-time ? 

Fro. S. ISTo, sir : I think the meat wants that I have. 

Ant S. In good time, sir; what’s that? 

Fro. S. Basting 

Ant S, Well, sir, then ’twill be dry. 

Fro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you, eat none of it. 

Ant S. Your reason ? 

Fro. S, Lest it make you choleric, and purchase me 
another dry basting. 

Ant S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time : there’s a 
time for aU things. 

Fro. S. I durst have denied that, before you were so choleric. 

Ant S. By what rule, sir ? 

Fro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as t^ie plain liald 
pate of father Time himself. 

Ant S. Let’s hear it. 

Fro. S. There’s no time for a man to recover his hair 
that grows bald by nature. 

Ant S. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

Fro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig, and recover ^the 
lost hair of another man. 

Ant 3, Why is Time such a niggard of hair, being/^®' m 
it is, so plentiful an excrement ? 


(2^) of haivj hemg] C aiiell prints “ of hair to men, hetngj 
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Fro. S. Because it is a blessing tliat he bestows on beasts : 
and what he feath scanted in hair, he* hath 

them in wit. \ 

^Ant. S. Why, but th&e's many a man hath more hair 
than wit. 

Dro, S, 1 ^ 0 1 a man of those but he hath the wit to lose 
his hair. 

AnL S. Whyt thou didst conclude hairy men plain dealers 
without wit. 

Dro, 3 The plainer dealer, the sooner lost : yet he loseth 
It in a kmd of jollity. 

Aiit. S, For what reason ? 

Dwo, S, For two; and sound ones too. 

A^it, S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro. S Sure ones, then. 

Ant 3, Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.^^h 

Dro. 3. Certain ones, then. 

Ant 3, Name them. 

Dru. 3. The one, to save the money that Jie spends in 
trimming the other, that at dinner they should not drop 
in his porridge. 

Ant 3, You would all this time have proved there is no 
time for all things. 

Bro. 3. Marry, and did, sir; namely, no tiiue^^^^ to 
recover hair lost by nature. 

Ant. 3. But your reason was not substantial, why there 
is no time to recover. 

Bro. 3. Tj;ius I mend it: Time himself is bald, and 
therefore to the world's end will have bald followers. 

Ant 3. I knew 'twould be a bald conclusion : 

But, soft ! who wafts us yonder ? 


(29) men] The folio im “ them.’’ 

^^9) jollity.] Mr. Staunton conjectur i “policy.” 

falsing,] Heath proposed ‘‘falhng;” wliich Mr. Grant White 
adopts. 

(-) irimmiiia^] So Kowe. — The folio has “trying.” — The usual 
motlern alteration is (Pope's) ‘•tiring.” 

iiamely^ no time] So the second folio. — The folio lias^^namAy, 
ill no tme” (out of which Malone makes the ridiculous lection, “ namoF^ 
e’en m timef and Mr. Grant White the odd one, namely^ is no hwie" i 
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Entey^ Adkiana and ^jUOIAna- 

Ad%, Ay, ay, Antipholus, look grange and frown : 

Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects ; 

I am not Adriana nor thy wife. 

The time was once when thou unurg'd wo^aldst vow 
That never words were music to thine ear, 

That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

That never touch well- welcome to thy hand, 

That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste, 

Unless I spake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd to thec/^®"^^ 
How comes it now, my husband, 0, how comes it, 

That thou art thus estranged from thyself 
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear self's better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me ! 

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diminishing, 

As take from me thyself, and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 

Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious,™ 

And that this body, consecrate to thee, 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate 1 
Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn at me, 

And hurl the name of husband in my face, 

And tear the stain'd skin off my harlot-brow, 

And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring, 

carved to thee,} ‘*Qu. ^canfd Besides that ^carv'd to dm"' 

makes the verse drag, Shiilcespeare, as I have observed elsewhere, in Ms 
earlier plays eschews the trisyllabic ending altogether.” Orii Exam,y 
d5c., voL iii. p. 24, by Walker, who (p. 25) cites from Beaumont and 
Fletcher ** mm Jier” and carve and from Daj carves thse.^ — 
Here some of the earlier editors threw out to thee” 

p) IFow mnes it now , . . , 

That thou art thus estrangH from thyself?}’ 

So Eowe and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector.— The folio has That thou, 
ml then estmmjedfrom thyself ef” 
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I 

AM break it with a deep-divorcmg vow ? 

I know tbon cs^ist; an* therefore see thou doAk 
I am possess'd with an Multerate blot ; 

My blood is mingled witfe the grime of liist:^®^^ 

For if we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep, then, fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

I live unstain'd, thou undishonour^d.^^^^ 

(^®) I am posms’d with an adulterate hlot; 

My blood is mingled ictth the grime of lust:] 

The fc^io lias ‘‘ with the crime of lust ” — Both the integrity of the 

metaphor, and the word blot m the preceding hue, show that we should 

read ‘ with the grime of lust,’ i.e. the staxi\ smut. So again in this 

play [p. 35] ^ainan may go over shoes in the grime of it/” Warbukton. 
Our early printers often confounded the letters c and g at the beginning 
of words. — 1869. As I cannot but think Warburton’s emendation more 
than specious, I venture to retain it in spite of Mr. Arrowsmith’s having 
pronounced it to he wrong : see his ShaTcespeare^s Editors mid Com- 
mentators, p. 43. 

(f^) I live unsiaiidd, thm undishonourM.] The folio has Hue dis- 
tainm,” &o.,— the Ms. having had “ i?7istain’d,” and the original com- 
positor having mistook the initial v for a dL Indeed, the proneness of 
printers to blunder in words beginning with v is very remarkable. Tn 
our author’s Measure for hfeahure^ act 11. sc. i, the folio has 

“ Some run from brakes of Ice [instead of “ vice ”], and 
answere none,” &c. : 

at the commencement of Marlowe’s Favstus the quarto of 1604 has 

Nor in the pompe of prowd audacious deedes 
Intends our Muse to daunt [the later quartos vaunt ”] 
his heauenly verse : ” 

in Fletclicr’s Fmr Maid of the Inn^ act i. sc. i, both folios have 

“ If that the least puffe of the rough North win de 
Blast our times [read ‘‘vines’”] burthen,” <&c. ; 

in Beaumont and Fletcher’s Coxcomb^ act ii. sc. 4, 

“ And ran like molten goSd through euery sin [read “ vein ; 

♦ 

in their Eonest Man^s Fortum, act iv. sc. i, 

“ But ’tis a due [tlie Ms. in my possession “vice ”] in him 
that to that end 
Extends his lone or duty ; ” 

and in their LUtU French act i. sc. 2, the h^^t folio has 

“Would she make rise [instead of “ vse the second folio has 
“use”] of ’t so, I “were most happy 

when Weber published, — from a Bis. wFich is now mine, — The Faithful 
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Ani, S ^ Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you ndl • 
In Ephesus I am but two hours oJfi, 

As sti*ange unto your town as to /our talk ; 

Who, every word by all my wit being scanned 
Want wit in all one word to understand. ^ 

Due. Fie, brother ! how the world is chang’d with you I 
When were you wont to use my sister thus ^ 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant. S. By Dromio ! 

Dro. S. By me I 

Adr, By thee ; and this thou didst return from him,— r 
Ihat he did buffet thee, and, m his blows, 

Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, with this gentlewoman ? 
What is the course and drift of your compact ^ 

Dro. S. I, sir ! I never saw her till this time. 

Ant S. Villain, thou liest ; for even her very words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro. S. I never spake with her 111 all my life. 

Ant. S. How can she thus, then, call us by our names, 
Unless it be by inspiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 

Abetting him to thwart me in my mood 1 
Be It my wrong you are from me exempt, 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 

CVme, i will fasten on this sleeve of thine: 

Thou art an elm, my husband, — I a vine, 

Whose weakness, married to thy stronger^^^^ state, 


TfdudSj a drama attributed to Beauinoat and Fletcher, he 11. act 
hi. sc. 3, ^ n j 


Tile chief part I must play, and till inv hones 
And shieWfe crack,’’ &;c., — 


the reading of the Ms. « values ” (where the tali looks, at the 
glance, very like a h) having been mistaken for and, to con- 
clude, in Wss Monk vol lii. 72, ed., we find ; saving, she 

continned her course to the street-door, which she opened: and:'withoiit 
allowing herself time to throw on her oil [read “ veil’T, she made the 
beat of her v ay to the Capnchin abbey.” 

(^) stronger \ The folio has stranger.”-Correetecl in the fourth fobA 
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j\I^Jves me wiAi thy strength to communicate : 

If aught possest* thee fiSm me, it is dross. 

Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss ; 

Wjao, all for want of pruliing, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on thy confusion. 

Ant. S. {oisidc^To me she speaks ; she moves me for her 
theme : 

What, was I maiTied to her in my dream ^ 

Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this ? 

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ? 

Until I know* this sure uncertainty, 
rU entertain the oOer’d fallacy.^^^^ 

L'»c. Dromio, go hid the servants spread for dinner. 

Dro. S. 0, for my beads ! I cross me for a sinner. 

This is the fairy land ; — 0 spite of spites ! — 

We talk with none but goblins, owls, and sprites 
If we obey them not, this will ensue, — 

Theyll suck our breath, or pincli us black and blue. 

Lnc. Why prat'st thou to thyself, and answer'st not ? 
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot ! . 

JDro. S. I am transformed, master, am not 

the off edd fallacy.'] The folio lia^ free’d/a^^acw.” 

(4oj We 'talk vnth none hut qdbhns^ oinls, and sjyrites .*] The folio has 
We talke with Gobhns, Owles and iSpnghUf — the line bein^ undoubt- 
edly mutilated , and I have inserted the words “ none hut ” in conse- 
quence of finding in a speech of Aiitipholus of S , p. 37 , 

“ There’s no7ie hit witches do inhabit here.” — 

The editor of the second folio printed 

^^IVetalhe with Goblins, Owles and Elves Spnghtsff^ 

^ut of which Rowe, in Ids sec. ed., made 

“ We talk with gobhiis, owls, and elvish spntesff^ 

Mr. C(*llier^s Ms. Corrector, 

‘‘ We talk with yohkns, owls, and elves and sprites 
and Theobald, 

m 

We talk with goblins, ouphs, and elvjsh spntesl '^ — 

Mr. W. N. Lett-om (wlio is as much opposed to the as Theobald) 

conjectures (note on Walker’s Grit Exam., &c., voL ii. p. 17)? 

<< We talk with ghosts and goblins, elves and sprites.” 

(«) The folio has « Dromio;'— Correctea by Theobald. 

<^ 2 ) am not I ?] The folio has am I not t Corrected by Theobald* 
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Ant. S. 1 think thou art in mind, and so am I. 

Dro. S. master, both in mii|l and iif my shap( 

Aht^ S. Thou hast thine own fomi 
Dro. S. ^ I am an ape. 

Luc. If thou art chang'd to aught, 'tis to an ass 
JDro. S. 'Tis true ; she rides me, and I foiig for grass. 

/Tis so, I am an ass; else it could never be 
But I should know her as well as she knovfs me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 

Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn. — 

Come, sir, to dinner. — Dromio, keep the gate. — 

Husband, I'll dine above with you to-day, 

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. — 

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, 

Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter.— 

Come, sister. — Dromio, play the porter well. 

Ant. S. \ctside\ Am I in earth, in heaven, or in liell? 
Sleeping or waking ? mad or well-advis'd ? 

Known unto these, and to myself disguis'd ! 
m say as they say, and pers4ver so, 

And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Lto. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate ^ 

Adr. Ay ; 

And let none enter, lest I break your pate 

Lug. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. 

[Exeunt^ 


ACT III 

Scene I. Before the house of Antipholus of Ephesus. 

Lnter Antipholus of Ephesus, Dromio of Ephesus, Angelo, 
and Balthaeab. 

Ant X Good Signior Angelo, you must excuse us 
My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours : 

Good Signior Angela^ yon vimt excme us aU;l See note (2) on 
Tim S$GO>m} Part of King Henry IT. 
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Sa^,that I lingir'd ^vith you at your shop 
To see the makilig of he^ carcanet, 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home, 

Bii% here's a villain that ifonld face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat lum, 

And charg'd him ’^ith a thousand marks in gold, 

And that I did deny my wife and house, — 

Thou drunkard, tfiou, what didst thou mean by this ^ 

Dro. R Say what you will, sir, but I know what I know ; 
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand-to show 
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you gave were ink, 
Your own handwriting would tell you what I think, 

Ard. E, I think thou art an ass, 

Dto. E. Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear, 

I should kick, being kick'd ; and, being at that pass, 

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an ass. 

Ant E. You are sad, Signior Balthazar : pray God our 
cheer 

May answer my good will and your good welcome here I 
Eat I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your welcome dear. 
Ant. E, 0, Signior Balthazar, either at flesh or fish, 

A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish. 

Eal. Good meat, sir, is common ; that every churl affords. 
A7it. E. And welcome more common; for that's nothing 
but words. 

Bat Small cheer and great welcome makes a merry feast 
Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host and more sparing guest : 
But though my cates be mean, take them iu good part ; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 

But, soft 1 my door is lock'd. — Go bid them let us in. 

Bro. E. Maud, Bridget, Jlarian, Cicely, Gillian, Jin 1 
Dto. 8. {xvitTiin'l MomS, malt-horse, capon, coxcomb, idiot, 
patch ! 

Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the hatch. 
Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'st for such store, 
When one is^one too many ? Go get thee from the door. 
Dto. E. What patch is made our porter? — My master 
stays in the 'street. 
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[act III . 

Dto. S. [wUhin] Let Mm walk from wlien<4e he came, /ehh 
he catch cold oMs feef;. 

E Who talks within there ? ho, open the door ! 

Ero S [within] Eight, sir ; I'l/ tell you when, an y«^u’ll 
tell me wherefore. 

Ant. E. Wherefore ! for my dinner : *I have not din’d 
to-day. 

Ero S. [mtkin] 'Nor to-day here you ^must not ; come 
again when you may. 

Ant. E. What art thou that keep’st me out from the 
house I owe ? 

Ero. S. [within] The porter for this time, sir, and Ay 
name is Dromio. 

Ero. E. 0 villain, thou hast stol’n both mine office and 
my name ! 

The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 

If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place, 

Thou wouldsthave chang’d thy face for a name, or thy name 
for an ass.^^^^ 

Luce, [within]^^^'^ What a coil is there ! Dromio, who are 
those at the gate ? 

Ero E. Let my master in, Luce. 

Luce, [within] Faith, no ; he comes too late ; 

And so tell your master. 

Ero. E. 0 Lord, I must laugh ! — 

Have at you with a proverb , — Shall I set in my staff ^ 

Luce, [within] Have at you with another ; that’s, — When ? 
can you tell ? 

Ero. S. [vAthin] If thy name be call'd Luce, — Luce, thou 
hast answer’d him well. 

E. Do you hear, you minion ? you’ll let us in, I 
hope 

Colliers Ms, Corrector reads a face.’^ 

C®) Luce, [withm] Here the folio has “Enter Luce” and, a little 
after, “ Enter AdeiaisJA ; ” which may lead ns to suspect that both mai<l 
and mistress appeared on the balcony termed the upper stage, though 
they undoubtedly were sup]>osed not to see the persons tit the door. 

S I hopeF] “A lino following this has, I believe, been lost, in 
i the speaker thieatened Luce with the corporal correction of a rope, 
Inch might have furnished the rhyme now wanting. In a sabse<iuent 
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^vce. Iwithhi^ tlioiioi^t to have ask'd you, 

Bro, S, And you said no. 

Bro. E, So, come, help : — well struck ! there was jduw 
for blow. 

Ant E. Thou b^^gage, let me in. 

Luce, [within] Can you tell for whose sake ? 

Bro. E. Master, knock the door hard 

Litce. [within] Let him knock till it ache. 

Ant E. Youll cry for this, minion, if I beat the door 
down. 

jAm. [within] What needs ail that, and a pair of vstoclcs 
in the town ? 

Ad'i* [within] Who is that at the door that kee])S all this 
noise ? 

Bro. S. [within] By my troth, your town is troubled with 
unruly boys. 

Ant E. Are you there, wife ? you might have come 
before. 

idr. [within] Your wife, sir knave • go get you from the 
door. 

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this knave would 
go sore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome: we ’would 
ain hafve either. 

Bal. In debating which w^as best, we shall part with 
neither. 

Bro. E. They stand at the door, master ; bid them wel- 
come hither. 

Ant E. There is something in the wind, that we cannot 
get in. 

Bro. E. You would say so, master, if your garments were 
thin. 

sceye he puts the threat which I imagine was made here into execution, 
by ordering Droniio to go and buy a rope’s end, adding, 

‘ that w’ill I bestow 

Among my wife and her confederate^’ 

Mr. Theobald and all the subsequent editors read, without any authority 

trotv T for the purpose of making out a triplet : but that word and 
were not likely to be confounded by either a transcriber or a 
compositor.” Malohb. 
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Y(>m cake is warm within,' you stand here m the cold 
It would make a man mad as a hick, to Tfe so bought and 
sold. 

Ant. E. Go fetch me something : I'll break ope the ^ate. 
Bto. S. [within} Break any breaking here, and 111 break 
your knave's pate. 

E 7 ^o. E. a man may break a word with you, sir ; and 
words are but wind ; 

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind. 
Ero. S. [within] It seems thou want'st breaking : out 
upon thee, hind ! 

Ero. E. Here’s too much '' out upon thee ! ” I pray tlfoe, 
let me in. 

Eto. 8. [within] Ay, w^hen fowls have no feathers, and 
fish have no fin. 

Ant. E. Well, 111 break in : — go borrow me a crow. 

Ero. E. A crow without feather, — master, mean you so ? 
For a fish without a fin, there's a fowl without a featlier : 

If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow together. 
Ant. E. Go get thee gone ; fetch me an iron crow. 

Bal. Have patience, sir ; 0, let it not be so ! 

Herein you war against your reputation, 

And draw within the compass of suspect 
Til' unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this, — your long experience of her wisdom, 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you. 

Be rul'd by me : depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner ; 

And about evening come yourself alone 
To know the reason of this strangb restraint. 

If by strong hand you offer to break in 


Tour eah is v)arm toitkin; you stand here in the cold .*] The folio 
lias Fwr ccdie here is warme within^. &c., — a mistalffe plamly arising 
from the occiirmice of in the second part of the line. 

i^) oj her wisdom^ The folio has ‘^0/ your wudomeF^ and in the 
next line bat tme your part’ 
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Noir in the stiming passage of the day, 

A vulgar comii^nt -will l)e made of it, 

And that supposM by the common rout 
Against your yet ungall^di estimation, 

That may with foul intrusion enter in, 

And dwell upon yfiur grave when you are dead ; 

For slander lives upon succession, 

For ever housM fv^here it gets possession. 

A7it U. You have prevail’d : I will depart in quiets 
And, in despite of mirth, mean to he merry. 
f know a wen«h of excellent discourse, 

Pfetty and witty ; wild, and yet, too, gentle : 

There^will we dine. This woman that I mean, 

My wife — but, I protest, without desert — 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal : 

To her will we to dinner. — Get you home, 

And fetch the chain ; by this I know Tis made : 

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ; 

For there’s the house : that chain will I bestow — 

Be it for nothing but to spite my wife — 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste. 

Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 

111 knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdain me. 

Ang. Ill meet you at that place some hour hence 
Ant. JS. Do so. This jest shall cost me some expense. 

[F’' mi 


Enter, from tJfb house, Luciaxa and Axtipholus of Syracuse,(^^) 

Zuc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s office 1 shall, Antipholus, 


(49) ffnirtk,} Was altered by Theobald to “ wrath/ 

(^) Enter, from the house, Luciaha and Antipholus of Syracuse, 
In my first edition I gave here “Sclne II. A street near the'honse of 
Antipholus of Ephesus. Enter Luciana,” &€., — wrongly ; for I now 
have no doubt that Luciana and Ant. of S, 'were supposed to mUtfrom 
the door of the l»use as soon ,as the stage had been left vacant by the 
departure of Antipholus of E. and his companions.— Here tlie folio baa 
Enter Inliana,’^ &c., and |)rehxes ‘Huiia.” to the speech that follows. — 
The former of these errors is corrected in the secona folio. 
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Even in the spring of love, thy lov^l-springsj^ot ? 

Shall loVe, in building, grow so fainous 
If ^ 01 ^ did wed my sister for her wealth, 

Then for her wealth's sake use#her with more kindness : 
Or if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some shov» of blindness : 

Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's oraitor ; 

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty; 

Apparel vice lil^e virtue's harbinger ; 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tasinted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 

Be secret-false : what need she be acquainted ^ 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint ? 

'Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 

Alas, poor women ^ make us but^^^^ believe, 

Being compact of credit, that you love us ; 

Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 

Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife : 

'Tis holy sport, to be a little vain, 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 

Ant S, Sweet mistress, — what your name is else, I know not, 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine, — 

Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not 
Than our earth's wonder; more than earth divine. 

Antipholm, 

Shall love, in huildingy grow so ruinous T\ 

So Capell, — The folio has Shall lorn in bmidings grow so rmnatei?’'-** 
Theobald printed 

shall, Antipkolis, hate 

Shall iove^ in huildhig, grow so ruinate * 

and Mr. CoIIier^s Ms. Corrector Uiakes a still bolder alteiation. 

{^)bnt} Thelohohas^^Bot” 
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Teacii me, dear creature, low to think and speak; 

Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit, 

Smother'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 

T?xe folded meaning of your words’ deceit. 

Against my soul’s j^jire truth why labour you 
To make it wander in an unknown field ? 

Are you a god ? ’s^uld you create me new^ 

Transform me, then, and to your power I’ll yield. 

But if that I am I, then well I know 
#Your weepmg sister is no wife of mine, 
to her bed no homage do I owe : 

Bar more, far more to you do I decline/^^^ 

0, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 

To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears : 

Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote : 

Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs. 

And as a bed I’ll take them,^^^^ and there lie ; 

And, in that glorious supposition, think 
He gains by death that hath such means to die : 

Let Love, being light, be drownW if she sink 
Zuc. What, are you mad, that you do reason so ^ 

Ant. S. Hot mad, but mated; how, I do not Imow. 

(53) jf(xr more, far more to you do I decl%ne,\ Here, iii conformity to 
the more usual phraseology, Mr. Gollier^s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ in- 
cline for ** decline .’^ — Compare (among other passages which might be 
cited in support of the original text) ; ‘‘ That the ioue of a father, as it 
was loyall, so it ought to be impartial!, neither declining to the one nor 
to the other, hut a 15 deeds doe nierite.” Gieene’s. Peneloyds Tfe^, sig. G 4, 
ed. 1601. 

swifer’s] The folio has sister.* —Corrected in the second lolio. 
And as a bed Fll take thevi^ The foho has “ And as a hud Ih 
take thee.”— The editor of the second folio altered “ bud” to “ bed; ” and 
Edwards first proposed to substitute for “thee.” — In mj former 

edition I gave “ And as a bride JHl take thee ” (a reading ’which occurred 
to me long before it appeared in Mr. Staunton’s Shakesjware ) ; but I am 
now iionvinced that it is wrong. 

(^®) Let Love, being light, be drowned if she sink /] Malone has re- 
marked that here, as in some other places, Shakespeare uses Love for 
the Queen of love. — Compare Marlowe’s Ovids Elegm (B. i. EL x.) ; 

“ Love Loves son are with fierce arms at odds.” 

(“ Kec Ftftw apta,” &c ) Iforjb, p. 321, ed. Djce, 185S. — 

Br. Badham {Gambridge Essays, vol, for 1856, p. 274) would read “Lsl 
Lwe be light, being d^rowuM if she dnhf 
VOh II. 



2^4 THE COMEDY Of ERRORS, [act in. 

Imc. it is a fault that springet| from j^ur eye. 

Ant. S, For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being by. 

i^LC. Gaze where you should, and that will clear your 
sight. 

Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love|> as look on night. 

Luc. Why call you me loye ? call my sister so. 

Ant, S. Thy sister’s sister. 

Luc. That’s my sister. 

Ant. S. No ; , 

It is thyself, mine own seifs better part, 

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart, 

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim, 

My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven’s claim. 

Luc. AU this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee.^^®^ 

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life : 

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife. 

Give me thy hand. 

Tuc. 0, soft, sir ! hold you still : 

I’ll fetch my sister, to get her good-will. ' [Exit. 

Enter, from the house, Dromio of Syracuse running. 

Ant S. Why, how now, Dromio I where runn’st thou so 
fast? 

Ih'o, S. Go you know me, sir ? am I Dromio ? am I your 
man ? am I myself ? 

Ant S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thyself. 

Dto, S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man, and begjdes 
myself. 

Ant S, What woman’s maig ? and how besides thyself ? 

Dto. S, Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to a woman ; 
one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will haye me. 

Ant 3. What claim lays she to thee? 

Dm, 3, Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay to your 
horse ; and she would have me as a beast : not that, I being 

where] Tbe folio has “ when.” 

J uiiih thee.] Oapell s corrsctiori, — The iolio has I am thee,^ 
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a beast, she wouh"’ have , but that she, being a veuy beastly 
•creature, lays cla.m to me. 

Ant. S. What is she 1 

Ihv. S. A very reverend body ; ay, such a one as a man 
may not speak of, without he say “ sir-reverence/' I have 
but lean luck in the match, and yet she is a wondrous fat 
marriage. 

Ant. S How dost thou mean, — a fat marriage ? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen- wench, and all 
giyase ; and I know not what use to put her to, but to make 
a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light. I warrant, 
her rags, and the tallow in them, will burn a Poland winter : 
if she lives till doomsday, shell burn a week longer than the 
whole world. 

Ant S. What complexion is she of ? 

Dro. S, Swart, like my shoe, but her face nothing like 
so clean kept : for why she sweats a man may go over 
shoes in the grime of it. 

Ant S. That’s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. S, Ho, sir, lis in gram; Hoah’s flood could not 
do it. 

Ant. S. What’s her name ? 


for why she sweats ;] The folio has ‘’/or ivhy? shesueatsF' and 
the interrogation-point is retained in most modem editions, — very 
erroneously, since /or why is equivalent to hecauseHo^ this reason that . — 
Compare our author elsewhere ; 

"* For why the fools are mad, if left alone. 

The Two Gent of Verona^ act iii. sc. i. 

** For why the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue,’’ &c. 

Rwhard II. act v. sc. i. 

(where the folio has an interrogation -point after ^^why ^^). — So also in 
the toliowmg passages ; 

‘‘ But let me see ; what time a day is’t now ? 

It cannot be imagin’d by the siinne, 

For why I bane not seene it shine to daie,’’ &c. 

A Warnmg for Faire Ifbmen, 1 599, sig. E 4. 

** Thomas kiieele downe ; and, if thou art resolu’d, 

I %fill absolue thee here irom all thy smnes, 

For iFiy ibe deed is meritorious.” 

The TrmiUesoim Raigne of King John {Fart Bee.\ 
»ig. I 2, ed. 1622. 
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Dro. 4 Nell, sir; but her nai|e and tfaree quarters/“> 
that’s an ell and three quarters, will not iieasure her from 

hip 'to hip. 

A 7 iL S Then she bears some breadth ? 

Dro, S, Xo longer from head to foot than from hip to 
hip : she is spherical, like a globe ; I could find out countries 
in her. ^ 

Ant. S. In what part of her body stands Ireland ? 

Dro. S Marry, sir, in her buttocks : I found it out by 
the bogs. 

Ant. S. Where Scotland ? 

Dro. I found it by the barrenness ; hard in the palm 
of her hand.<®^> 

Ant 8. Where France ? 

Dro. S. In her forehead; armed and reverted, making 
war against her hair.^®^^ 

Ant. S. Where England ? 

Dro. S. I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I could find no 
whiteness in them , but I guess it stood in her chin, by the 
salt rheum that ran between France and it. 

A7it. 8. Where Spain? 

Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not ; but I felt it hot in her breath. 

Ant. S. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro. S. 0, sir, upon her nose, all o’er embellished with 
TubieH, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their rich aspect to- 
the hot breath of Spain ; wdio sent whole armadoes of caracks 
to he ballast at her nose. 

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the ITetherlamds? 

Dro. S. 0, sir, I did not look so low. To conclude, this 
drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me ; called me Droimo ; 
sw»ire I was assured to her ; told me what privy marks I had 

hilt her mmm and three quarters The folio has but her name is- ^ 
three qu'irters.*^ 

(*^) her hand.] The folio has the handJ^ 

{^) armd mid temrted^ making war against her la this quib- 

(which alludes to the war of the League against Hetir? 
the hdf of France), the spelling of the aecoiid folio, ^^ha%r'' is 
evidentlyreqnired.— The first folio has “ heire.''— Here Mr. Grant White 
mmiminm ymrted'* to be a ininpimt, and changes it to « revolted.’ 
Walher (Cril, Exam.., dec,, voL iii. p. 26) says, I have little or no doubt 
that the gmgmphkal part of this dialogue is spurious.” 
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about me, as, the mark oi^my shoulder, the mole in tiiy neck, 
the great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran from 
as a witch : 

And» I think, if my breast had not been made of faith, and 
my heart of steel, 

She had transform’d me to a curtal dog, and made me turn 
f the wheel 

Ant S. Go hie thee presently post to the road : — 

An if the wind blow any way from shore, 

I ^will not harbour in this town to-night : — 

If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 

“Where I will walk till thou return to me. 

If eveiy one knows us, and we know none, 

’Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone. 

Bro. S, As from a bear a man would run for life, 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. {Exit. 

Ant. S. There’s none but witches do inhabit here ; 

And therefore Tis high time that I were hence. 

She that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair sister, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace. 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself : 

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

I’ll stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song. 

Re-enter Angelo with the chain. 

Ang. Master Antipholus, — 

Ant S. Ay, that’s my name. 

Ang. I know it "well, sir: — ^lo, here is the chain. 

I thought to have ta’en you at the Porpentine : 

The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 

Ant S. What is your -will that I shall do with this ^ 
"kng. What please yourself, sir : I have made it for you. 
Am. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not. 

Ang. Not gnce, nor twice, but twenty times you have. 
Go home with it, and please your wife withal ; 

f®) faiih,] Haniner prints flint, a highly probable alteratioiL 
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And sooi' at supper-time I’ll visitg^ou, 

And then receive my money for the chain. 

^nt. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now, 

Tor fear you ne’er see chain nor money more. 

Ang You are a merry man, sir: fare^you well. [Exit. 
Ant S. What I should think of this, I cannot tell • 

But tins I think, there’s no man is so vain 
That would refuse so fair an offer’d chain. 

I see a man here needs not live by shifts. 

When in the streets he meets such golden ^ifts. 

I’ll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay : 

If any ship put out, then straight away. [^xit 


ACT IV. 

Scene I A pMio plaxe. 

Enter Second Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 

Sec. Mer. You know since Pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I have not much imp6rtun’d you ; 

PTor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want guilders for my voyage : 

Therefore make present satisfaction. 

Or I’ll attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Even just the sum that I do owe to you 
Is growing to me by Autipholus ; 

And iu the instant that I met with you 
He had of me a chain : at five o’clock 
I shall receive the money for the same. 

I’leaseth you walk with me down to his house, 

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Off. ’fhat labour may you save : see where he comes. 

Enter Antipuolus of Ephe-sus cmd DRorao pf Ephesus. 

Ani. E. While I go to the goldsmith’s house, go thou 
And buy a rope’s-end: that will I bestow 
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Among my wife^and confederates 
For locking me oat of my doors by day. — 

But, soft 1 I see the goldsmith — Get thee gone ; 

Buy^thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Dro, E. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy a rope 

Ant E. A man is well holp up that trusts to you : 

You promisM your presence and the chain 
r>ut neither chain nor goldsmith came to me. 

Belike you thought our love would last too iong, 

It it were cliain^d together, and therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s tiie note 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat, 

The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion, 

Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I stand debted to this gentleman : 

I pray you, see him presently discharg’d, 

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant E, I am not furnish’d with the present money ; 
Besides, I have some business in the town 
Good signior, take the stranger to my house, 

And with you take the chain, and bid my wite 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof : 

Perchance I will be there as soon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her yourself ^ 

Ant. E. Ho; 

Bear’t with you, lest I come not time enouuh 

Ang. Well, *sir, I will. Have you the chain about 
you ? 

Ant, E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you liave ; 

Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang. Hay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain : 
Both wind and tide stay for this gentleman, 

And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant E. Good Lord, you us« tins dalliance to excuse 

(«) Iwr] The fblio hm “their.” 

Fott pf'omuM yow p'eseme mid the chain The folio Iuils “I 
pramt$ed3 &e. —Compare, in the next page, “ Four breach of jmmm to 
the PorpentiBe/’ 
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Your Mmch of promise to the Pofpentine.^ 
t should have chid you for not bringing it, 

Bnc; like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 

Sec, Her, The hour steals on ; I pray you, sir, dispatch 
Jug. You hear how he importunes :ye; — the chain ^ 

Ant. K Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your money. 
Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now. 
Either send the chain, or send me by some token 

Ant E. Fie, now you run this humour out of breath. 
Come, where's the chain ? I pray you, let me see it. 

Srr Mer, My business cannot brook this dalliance. 

Good sir, say whSr youll answer me or no : 

If not, I'll leave him to the officer. 

Ant. E. I answer you! what should I answer you ? 

Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 

Ant E. I owe you none till I receive the chain. 

Afig. You know I gave't you half an hour since. 

Ant E. You gave me none : you wrong me much to say so. 
Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it : 

Consider how it stands upon my credit. 

Sec. Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 

Off. Ido;— 

And charge you in the duke's name to obey me. 

Ang, This touches me m reputation. — 

Either consent to pay this sum for me, 

Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never liad ! 

Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st. 

A ng. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer. — 

I would not spare my hroiher m this case, 

If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Off I do arrest you, sir : you hear the suit. 

Jnl E. I do obey thee till I give thee bail. — 

But. sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
Ah all the metal in your shop will answer. 

i^} send me hit some iohn.] Heath proposed what Mr. Colher’s Ms. 
Corrector gtVtn, ‘Cf-rtr! by me some tohnJ' But it appears from various 
pa»mgeB la our varlv writers that send a person hy a token ^ was a 
comiiioa*enouAt pluu-e. 
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Amj Sir, sir, I sliall L^ave law in Ephesus, 

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Master, ^here is a bark of Epidamnnm 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard, 

And then she beajs away.^®^^ Our fraughtage, sir, 

I have convey’d aboard ; and I have bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitae. 

The ship is in ]jer trim; the merry wind 
Blctws fair from land : they stay for naught at all 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Anf E. How now * a madman ! Why, thou peevish sheep, 
What ship of Epidamnnm stays for me ? 

Dro S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage. 

Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a rope, 

And told thee to what purpose and what end. 

Dm S. You sent me, sir, for a rope’s-end as soon 
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure, 

And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight : 

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry 
There is a purse of ducats; let her send it: 

Tell her I am arn-sted in the street, 

And that shall bail me : hie tliee, slave, be gone. — 

On, officer, to prison till it come. 

[Exeunt Sec, Merchant^ Angelo^ Officer^ and Ant E. 

Dro. SI To Adriana 1 that is where we din’d, 

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband : 

She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 

Thither I must, although against my will, 

For* servants must their masters’ minds lulfil 

And then she bears airag.] The folio has “ And then sir she bearm 
awar/:” which wisl altered in the second folio to Then she hmres awmT 
Tm smt sir^for a rofis-end as soaii;] So Steevens. — The folio 

omits — (Malone prints You sent me Jor a ropes end as soan /^' — 

asserting that ropes is here the Saxo?i gmihve easel) 
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■ SdfeE II. A room m the house of Antipholus of Ephesus. 

Eniei' Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so ^ 

Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead m earnest, yea or no ? 

Look'd he or red or pale, or sad or merry 
What observation mad'st thou, m this case, 

Of his heart's^"^^ meteors tilting m his face 1 
Luc, First he denied you had in him no right. 

Adr He meant he did me none ; the more my spite 
Luc, Then swore he that he was a stranger here 
Adr, And true he swore, though yet forsworn he were. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you, 

Ado\ And what said he ? 

Luc. That love I begg'd for you he begg'd of me. 

Adr With what persuasion did he tempt thy love ^ 

Luc. With words that in an honest suit might move. 
First he did praise my beauty, then my speech. 

Adr, Didst speak^ him fair ? 

Luc, Have patience, I beseech. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still ; 
lly tongue, though not my heart, shall have his will. 

He is deformed, crookM, old, and sere, 

111-fac’d, worse-bodied, shapeless everywhere; 

Vicious, ungentle, ioolish, blunt, unkind ; 

Stigmatical in making, worse in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous, then, of such a one ? 

No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone. 

Air. Ah, hut I think him better than I say, 

And yet would herein others’ eyes were wors€. 

(^) merry ?] The folio has « merrily.”- « The twelve-syllable line, if 
mistake not, nowhere occurs in Shakespeare, except under certain 
do not exist here. Perhaps he wrote mern/.’’ 
WalkePs ( n’t yoI. i, p. 115. — Mr. Collier’s ^Is. Corrector also 

wads * merry,’* 

The folio has " Oh, his luartsJ^ — Corrected in the 

mmm Mkk 
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Far from her nest the lapwing cries away : 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curse. 


£Jnte 7 ’ Dromio of Syracuse. 

JDto. 8. Here, go ; the desk, the purse ! sweet, now, make 
hastei^^^ 

Luc, How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

Bfo, 8, By running fast. 

^dr. Where ^ thy master, Dromio ? is he well ? 

8. Ho, he's m Tartar iimbo, worse than hell. 

A devil in an everlasting^’^^^ garment hath him ; 

One whose hard heart is button'd up with steel ; 

A fiend, a fury,^'^®^ pitiless anil rough ; 

A wolf, nay, worse, — a fellow all in huff ; 

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one tliat countermands 
The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands ; 

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well ; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to hell 
Adr, Why, man, what is the matter ? 

Dro, 8. I do not know the matter: he is ’rested on the 
ca&o 


sweety make haste.] Here Mr. Colliers Correct* »r alters 
sweet” to “swift” (as he also does iii Troilus and, Crmida^ act in. ?c. 3) ; 
which very erroneous alterations Mr. Collier would not, I presume, 
have thrust into the text, if he had recollected that “ Sweety noWy silence ' ” 
occuis in The Terwpest, act iv. sc i. (The alteration of sweat’’ to 
“ swift ” which Mr»Colher would make in a passage of Maiio-we’s Edward 
II. IS equally improper; as I have shown in my Stncium on Jfr, 
Collier’s mw edition of Shakespeare, 1858, p. 43.) 

(*) everlasting] “ As the context is in the ordinary blank-verse, I 
'•iuiclude that Shakespeare wrote ‘ e’er lasting ’ [?]; as in Glapthorne’s 
Hollander” &c. Walkei^’s Grit. Exam., &c., voL 1. p. 83. 

afurp,] The folio has “a Fairie which I now think Johnson 
vainly endeavours to defend by remarking that “there were fairies like 
hobg;^l>lins, pitiless and rough, and described as malevolent and mis- 
chievous.” (Mr. Halliweli endeavours to support the old reading here 
by adducing fiom Peele’h Buttle of Alcazar a line tvhich stands thus m 
the original edition, 

“FiendlJ Fairies, hago that fight in beds of steel,”— 

where the context makes it quite evident that Fairies ” is a mistake 
for Fiirm:” see Feele’s Iforib, p. 436, ed. Dyce, i86i.) 
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Adr,\ What, is he arrested ? tell me at whose suit. 

Dro, S. I know not at whose suit he is arrested well ; 
Em hs in a suit of buff which ’rested him, that can I tell. 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money his 
desk ? 

Adr. Go fetch it, sister. — This I wonder at, 

Luoiana. 

That^"^^^ he, unknown to me, should be in debt. — 

Tell me, was he arrested on a band ? 

Dm S. Kot on a band, but on a stronger thing, — 

A chain, a chain : — do you not hear it ring^^ 

A(h\ What, the chain ? 

1)to S No, no, the bell : — ’tis time that I were gone : 

It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 
Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear. 

Dro. S. 0, yes ; if any hour meet a sergeant, ’a turns 
back for very fear. 

Adr As if Time were in debt! how fondly dost thou 
reason ! 

Dro. S Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more than 
he’s worth to season. 

Nay, he’s a thief too: have you not heard men say, 

That Time comes stealing on by night and day? 

If Time in debt and theft, and a sergeant in the \vay, 
Hath he not reason to turn back hour in a day 


Lucian A with ihe ;purse.w 

Adr. Go, Dromio ; there’s the money, bear it straight ; 

And bring thy master home immediately. — 

Gome, sister: I am press’d down with conceit, — 

Goneeit, my comfort and my injury. ' {Exeimt 


f '^) 71 \ The folio has Thus.” — Corrected in the second folio. 

1/ h:} The folio has If I he ”~-Malone reads “ If he 

But i lonch prefer Bowe’s correction, “ Tme7 In the Ms. used for the 
IhI 0 the word (lecaUteeit had occurred so often just before) was probably 
T, which the compositor might easily mistake 

P) tni] Ml. (’‘MllifVs Ms. Coriector reads *^any.” 
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Scene III. A irMic place. 

Enter Antipholus of vSyracuse. 

Ant, S, There’s not a man I meet but doth salute me 
As if I were their w, ell-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender money to me ; some invite me ; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 

Some offer me commodities to buy ; — 

Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop, 

And show’d me silks that he had bought for me, 

And therewithal took measure of my body. 

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, 

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Bromio of Syracuse. 

Dro, S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me for. — What, 
have you got the picture of old Adam uew-apparolled 

Ant S, What gold is tliis ? what Adam dost thou 
mean ? 

Dro. S. Hot that Adam that kept the Paradise, but that 
Adam that keeps the prison: he that goes in the calfs skin 
that was killed for the Prodigal ; he that came behind you, 
sir, like an evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 

Ant S. I understand thee not. 

J)ro, S. Ho ^ why, ’tis a plain case : he that went, like 
a base-viol, in a case of leather; the man, sir, that, when 
gentlemen are tired, gives them a sob,^‘^^ and 'rests them ; 
he, sir, that takes pity on decayed men, and gives them 

J^atf ham you goi the picture of old Adam new^appardled !] 
Theobald printed have you got rid of thepicturef &c. — Mr. Singer 

(dhakupeare. 1826) thus explains tiie original text; ‘^The sergeant is 
designated by ^ the picture of old Adam^ because he wore buff, as Adam 
wore his native bu|f ; and Droniio asks Antipholus if he had got him 
n'-'-W’-mparelkd^ ie, got him a new suit,, in other words, got rid of him.^^ 
Jbut 1 would not assert that there is no corruption here. 

(t®) a so 5 J Kowe reads fob;” Hanmer, “a bob;” Grant White, 
“ a stop.” 
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suits ^ durance ; he that sets up his rest to du more exploits 
fewith his mace than a morris-pike. 

^Ant S. What, thou meanest an officer ? 

JDro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he that ibrings 
any man to answer it that breaks his Ijaiid ; one that thinks 
a man always going to bed, and says, God give you good 
rest ^ 

Ant S. Well; sir, there rest in your foolery. Is there 
any ship puts forth to-night ^ may we be gone ? 

Dro, S. Why, sir, I brought you word an hour since, that 
the bark Expedition put forth to-night ; and then were you 
hindered by the sergeant, to tarry for the ho}^ Delay. Here 
are the angels that you sent for to deliver you. 

Ant S. The fellow is distract, and so am I ; 

And here we wander in illusions: 

Some blessM power deliver us from hence I 

Enter a Courtezan. 

Cmir, Well met, well met, Master Antipholus. 

I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now : 

Is that the chain you promis’d me to-day? 

Ant S. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee, tempt me not. 

Dro. S. Master, is this Mistress Satan ? 

Ant. S. It is the devil. 

Dro, S. Hay, she is worse, she is the devil’s dam ; and 
here she comes in the habit of a light wench : and thereof 
comes that the wenches say, God damn me ; ” that’s as 
much as to say,^^^ God make me a light wench.” It is 
written, they appear to men like angels of light : light is an 
effect of fire, and fire will burn ; eryo, light wenches will burn. 
Come not near her. 

Oour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, sir 
Will you go with me ? We’ll mend our dinner here, 

as much as to say^l The folio has “ thats as much to sayl* 
But in this formula Shakespeare, I believe, never omits the second 
though he sometimes places it before, sometimes alter the verb : compare 
Two Gent of Ver. act lii. sc, i ; Much Ado about Nothing^ act li sc, 3. 
act iii. sc. 2 ; Twelfth-Night act i. sc. 5 j /Sec, Fart of Henry VL act ^ 
sc, 2 ; and Romeo and Juhet act ii. sc, 4 



•47 


SCENE III.] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

Dto. S. Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat ; so bespeak 
^ long spoon/®^^ 

Ant S. Why, Dromio ? 

DPo. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon that must eat 
with the devil. 

Ant S, Avoid thee, fiend what tell’st thou me of 
suppiig ? 

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress : 

I conjure thee to leave me and be gone. 

l)ou7\ Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis’d ; 

And I’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

K Some devils ask but the parings of one’s nail, 

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pm, 

A nut, a cherry-stone ; 

But she, more covetous, would have a chain. 

Master, be wise : an if you give it her, 

The devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Gout. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain : 

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so. 

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch ! — Come, Dromio, let us go. 
Dro. S. 'Tly pride,” says the peacock: mistress, that 
you know, [Exeunt Ant. S. and Bro. S. 

Gout. Now, out of doubt Antipholus is mad, 

Else would he never so demean himself. 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the same he promis’d me a chain : 

Both one and oMier he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, — 

Besides this present instance of his rage, — 

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner. 


Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat; so bespeak a long The 

folio has “ Master, if do expect spoon ornate, or hespeahe a long spoone .^^ — 
The editor of the second folio made no alteration except in adding 
— Capell substituted “so” for “or.” 

Avoid thee, fiend I] The folio has then which wa» 

-altered in the fourth folio to “ Avoid thou fiendJ^ But the reading which 
I give was the more usual expression (even Scott has 

“ Avoid thee, fiend! with cruel hand 
Shake not the dying sinner’s sand,” &c. Marmion, C. vi). 
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Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 

^like his wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpose shut the doors against his way 
My way is now to liie home to his house. 

And tell his wife that, being lunatic, 

He rush'd into my house, and took perforce 
My ring away. This course I fittest choose ; 

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [JSnt 


Scene IV. A street 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and the Officer. 

Ant. E. Fear me not, man; I will not break away: 
111 give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money, 

To warrant thee, as I am 'rested for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day, 

And will not lightly trust the messenger : 

That I should he attach'd in Ephesus, 

I tell you, 'twfll sound harshly in her ears. — 

Here comes my man ; I think he brings the money. 


Enter Deomio of Ephesus iviih a rojpds-end. 

How now, sir ! have you that I sent you for ? 

Ero. E. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them all. 
Ant E. But where's the money ? 

Ero. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ? 

(®*) and the Officer,'] The folio has ‘‘with a Jailer” (but prefixes 
Offi'^ and “ Ojf.” to his speeches in the scene).— -Mr Collier prints'-^ 
“ani a Jailor,” observing that “This is the old stage-direction ; |ind as 
Adriana and Antipholus subsequently call him so, there is reason for 
retaining it, instead of ‘ an Officer,^ as it stands in the modern editions.” 
But Mr. Collier does not perceive into what inconsistency he runs by 
printing here “a Jailor;” for in the first scene of this act he gives 
“Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer;'^ and that the Officer who 
airests Antipholus in that scene is the very person who now enters with 
him is proved by the speech of Antipholus to the Duke, p, 6i, “My 
liege, I am advisM what I say,” 
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Dro. 111 serve yon, sir, five hundred at the rate 

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

-Dro, E. To a rope’s-end, sir ; and to that end am I re- 
turned. 

Ant E. And to tjjat end, sir, I will welcome you 

[Beating Mm. 

Off. Good sir, be. patient. 

Dro. E. Kay, lis for me to be patient ; I am in adversity. 

Off. Good, now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. E. Kay, rather persuade him to hold his hands 

Ant. E. Thou Whoreson, senseless villain! 

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that I might not 
feel you? blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and so 
is an ass. 

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it by my 
long ears. — I have served him from the hour of my nativity 
to this instant, and have nothing at his hands for my service 
but blows. When I am cold, he heats me with beating; 
when I am warm, he cools me with beating : I am waked 
with it when I sleep ; raised with it when I sit ; driven out 
of doors with it when I 'go from home ; welcomed home with 
it when I return : nay, I bear it on my shoulders, as a beggar 
wont her brat ; and, I think, when he hath lamed me, I shall 
beg with it from door to door. 

Ant. E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder 

Enter AdeiIna, Luciana, iJie Courtezan, and Pinch. 

Dro. E. Mistress, respice Jinem, respect your end ; or rather, 
to prophesy like the parrot, Beware the rope’s-end.” 

Ant E. Wilt thou still talk ? [Beating him. 

Gout. How say you now ? is not your husband mad? 

Air. His incivility confirms no less. — 

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 

(®®) Bro. E.] Perhaps should be “ as the Cambridge Editors 
conjecture. 

( 84 ) rathe^\ to prophesy hhe the pmrotj] The folio has or rather 
the pfophesie lihe.” 

VOL. 11. B 
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[act IV* 


Establisli him in his true sense again, 

^And I will please you what you will demand. 

I/iic, Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks ! 

Gout, Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy ! 

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let#me ieel your pulse. 
Ant K There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

[Striking him. 

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this man, 

To yield 'possession to my holy prayers, 

And to thy state of darkness hie thee str^^ght ; 

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven I 

Ant E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ! I am not mad. 

Adr. 0, that thou wert not, poor distressed sou?! 

Ant E. You minion, you, are these your customers ? 

Did this companion with the saffron face 
Eevel and feast it at my house to-day, 

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut, 

And I denied to enter in my house ? 

Adr. 0 husband, God doth know you din'd at home; 
Where would you had remain’d until this time, 

Tree from these slanders and this open shame ! 

Ant E. din'd at home ! — Thou villain, what say'st 
thou 1 

Pro, E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home. 

Ant E, Were not my doors lock'd up, and I shut out ? 
Pro, E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd, and you shut 
out. 

Ant E, And did not she herself revile^'me there ? 

Pro. E. Sans fable, she herself revil'd you there. 

Ant E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and '"scorn 
me ? 

Pro. E. Certes, she did; the kitchen- vestal scorn'd 
you. 

Ant E. And did not I in rage depart from thencel 
Pro. E. In verity you did ; — my bones bear witness, 
That since have felt the vigour^^®^ of his rage. 

(8*) I] A modern addition. 

{^) mgour\ Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes rigour.*® 
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Adr. Is’t good to soothe hiiiE in these contraries ? 

Pinch, It IS no shame : the fellow finds his vein, 

And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 

Att. E, Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to arrest 
me^ 

Adr, Alas, 1 sent you money to redeem you, 

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 

Dfo, E. Money by me, ! heart and good-will you might ; 
But surely, mistress, not a rag of money. 

JuTht, E. Went’st not thou to her for a purse of ducats ^ 
Adr. He came to me, and I deliver’d it. 

Luc. And I am witness with her that she did. 

Dto E. God and the rope-maker now bear me witness 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is possess’d ; 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks : 

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room. 

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth to-day? — 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 

Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no gold ; 

But I confess, sir, that we were lock’d out. 

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false in both. 
Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all ; 

And art confederate with a damned pack 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me : 

But with these nails I’ll pluck out those false eyes, 

That would beh«ld in me this shameful sport. 

Adr. 0, bind him, bind liiml let him not come near 
me. 

Pinch. More company! — The fiend is strong within 
him. 

Imo. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks I 


(®^ mutTe$s,'\ The folio has “ Master,” — the compositor haying been 
misled by the abbreviation of the word in the Ms, (A little after, the 
folio has ** And gentle I recein’d no gold.”) 

(®®) wow] Added by Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and preferable to 
Pope’s addition, ‘‘do.” 

(®^) tAose] The folio has “ th^e.” 
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Enter three or four ^ who assist Pixch ?n hlmling Ant. E. 
and Dro. E 

Ant. E. "WTiat, will you murder me — Thou gaoled thou,. 
I am thy prisoner wilt tliou suffer tkmi 
To make a rescue ? 

Off. Masters, let him go 

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 

Finch. Go bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer ? 

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself ^ 

Off. He is my prisoner : if I let him go, 

The debt he owes will be req[uiEd of me. 

Adr. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee : 

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. — 

Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home to my house. — 0 most unhappy day ! 

Ant. E. 0 most unhappy strumpet ! 

Fro. E. Master, I’m here enter’d in bond for you. 

AnL E Out on thee, villain I wherefore dost thou mad me? 

Fro. E. Win you be bound for nothing ? be mad, good 
master ; cry, The devil ! ” 

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 

Adr Go bear him hence. — Sister, go you with me. 

\_Exeunt Pinch and Assistants with Ant. E. and Fro. Al 
Say now whose suit is he arrested at ? 

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith : do you know him ? 

Adr. I know the man. What is the sum he owes ' 

Off Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how grows* it due ? 

Off. Due for a chain your husband had of him. 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had ’t not. 

Com. Whenas your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my rii^, — 

The ring I saw upon his finger now, — 

Straight after did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it.— 
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Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is : 

I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

Ewter Antipholus of Syracuse and Dromio of Syracuse mith 
their rajpiers 

Zicc, God, for thy mercy 1 they are loose again. 

Adr. And come with naked swords. Let’s call more help, 
To have them bound again. 

Off, Away ! they’ll kill us, 

\Exeunt J^driana, Luciana, the Courtezan, and Officer, 
Ant S. I see these witches are afraid of swords. 

Lro, S. She that would be your wife now ran from you. 
Ant S, Come to the Centaur ; fetch our stuff from thence : 
I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S, Faith, stay here this night ; they will surely do 
us no harm : you see they speak us fair, give us gold : 
methinks they are such a gentle nation, that, but for the 
mountain of mad flesh that claims marriage of me, I could 
find in my heart to stay here still, and turn witch. 

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. [Exeunt 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Before an alley, 

EaUr Second Merchant and Angelo. 

Ang. I’m sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you • 

Butt I protest, he had the chain of me, 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse and Dbomio of Syracuse with their 
rapier* drawn.] The folio has “Enter Antipholus Syracusia with his 
Eapier drawne, and Dromio Suae.” But compare what follows, “ And 
come with naked swords ; and Adriana^s speech, p. 59, 

And with his mad attendant and himself, 

Each om with ireful passion, with drawn swordsf &c. 

(SI) you see] The folio has saw.” (In old Ms. and hooks and 
saw are frequently eonfonnaed : — ^the folio, in Cymbeline, act y. sc. 5, 
has “But we see him dead,” — where the sense positiyely requires “saw'.”) 
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Sec. Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the city? 

Ang. Of very reverend reputation, sir, 

Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 

Second to none that lives here in the city : 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Sec. Mer. Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Ang. ’Tis so ; and that self chain about his neck, 

Which he forswore most monstrously to have. 

Good sir, draw near to^®^^ me, 111 speak to him. — 

Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 

That you would put me to this shame and trouble ; 

And, not without some scandal to yourself, 

With circumstance and oaths so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly: 

Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 

You have done wrong to this my honest friend j 
Who, but for staying on our controversy, 

Had hoisted sail and put to sea to-day : 

This chain you had of me ; can you deny it ? 

Ant. S. I think I had ; I never did deny it. 

Sec. Mer. Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore it too. 

Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it or forswear it? 

Sec. Mer, These ears of mine, thou know’st, did hear 
thee : 

Fie on thee, wretch ! lis pity that thou liv^it 
To walk where any honest men resort. 

Ant S. Thou art a villain to impeach me thus : 

111 prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Against thee presently, if thou dar’st stand. , 

Sec. Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

[Theg'^draw.. 

(®*) io] Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ with, and rightly 
perhaps. r 

These ears of mine, thou hnoidst, d%d hear thee In this line 
is (as it often is) a dissyllable which I notice because most of 
the recent editors, by altering the ^^knowst” of the folio to “knowest,'" 
render the line unmetrical. — What precedes was written by me before 
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Enter Adriana, Luciana, the Courtezan, and others. 

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God's sake ! he is mad.— 
Som^get within Mm, take his sword away: 

Bind Dromio too, and hear them to my house. 

Bro. S. Eun, master, run ; for God's sake, take a house ! 
This is some priory : — in, or we are spoil'd. 

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Bro. S. into the alley. 

Enter the Abbess. 

All. Be quief, people. "Wherefore throng you hither? 
Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence. 

Let us oome in, that we may bind him fast, 

And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang. 1 knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Sec. Mer. I'm sorry now that I did draw on him. 

All. How long hath this possession held the man * 

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad, 

And much much different from the man he was ; 

But till this afternoon his passion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

All. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck of sea 
Buried some dear friend ^ Hath not else his eye 
Stray'd his affection in unlawful love, — 

A sin prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing ? 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

Adr. To none of these, except it be the last ; 

Namely, some love that drew him oft from home. 

•ill. You should for that have reprehended him. 

Adr. Why, so I did. 

All. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me. 

the appearance of Shakespeare^ s Versification, &c., by Walker, who tliere 
(p, 139), sptukinguf the present line, remarks ; ^^^ knovfst^ at any rate ; 
but I suspect something is lost.” 

(®^) And much much different^ So the second folio. — The first folio 
has ^And much difierenC’ — Mr. Swynfen Jervis would read ^And too 
much different, comparing King Richard II. act li. sc. 2, Madam, your 
majesty is too much sad.” 
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Abb, Haply, in private. 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 

Abb, Ay, bnt not enough. 

Adr, It was the copy of our conference : 

In bed, he slept not for my urging it ; 

At board; he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; r 
In company I often glanc’d at^^^^ it; 

Still did I tell-him it was vile and bad. 

Abb, And thereof came it that the mas was mad : 

The venom- clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad-dog’s tooth. 

It seems his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing : 

And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou say’st his meat was sauc’d with thy upbraidmgs : 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions, — 

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 

And what’s a fever but a fit of madness ? 

Thou say’st his sports were hinder’d by thy brawls : 

Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue 
But moody, moping, and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ; 

And at her heels a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures and foes to life ? 

in the folio. (So little does Mr. Collier know of what 
is to be found in the modem editions, that he charges Mr. Singer with 
taking this at ” from his Ms. Corrector.) 

(^) But moody^ moping, and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ; 

And at her heels a huge infectious troop’] 

In the first line Hanmer mserted moping f — an addition also proposed 
both by Heath and Walker. — It is undoubtedly at the heels of melan- 
choly that the infectious troop follows ; and, if there he no corruption 
here, we must understand kinsman” to mean merely akin, — as Pitson 
does, who observes that in The Merchant of Venice, act iii sc. 2, there is 
a similar confusion of genders ; 

“ But now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my serv^mts, 

Queen o'er myself.” — 

Heath would read And at their heels which Malone adopts, — Mr. 
Collier substitutes “ And at his heels,” 
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111 food, in sport, and life-iireserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast : 

The consequence is, then, thy jealous fits 
Hav^ scar’d thy husband from tlie use of wits. 

Lm. She never re!jt)rehended him T)ut mildly, 

When he demean’d himself rough-rude and wildly. — 

Why bear you thes^ rebukes, and answer not ? 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof. — 

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

N’o, not a creature enters in my house. 

Adr. Then lef your servants bring my husband forth. 
Abh. Neither : he took this place for sanctuary, 

And it shall privilege him from your hands 
Till I have brought him to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr, I will attend my husband, l^^his nurse, 

Diet his sickness, for it is my office, 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Ahh Be patient ; for I will not let him stir 
Till I have us’d th’ approved means I have, 

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 

To make of him a formal man again : 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order. 

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leave my husband here : 

And ill it doth iieseem your holiness 
To separate the husband and the wife. 

%iih. Be quiet, and depart : thou shalt not have him 

[Exit, 

Luc. Gompjain unto the duke of this indignity. 

Adr. Come, go : I will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And*never rise until my tears and prayers 
Hate won his grace to come in person hither, 

And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 

Sec. Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five ; 

Anon, I’m sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale, 



58 . TEE COMEDY OF ERRORS. [act v. 

The place of death and sorry execution, 

Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what cause ? 

Sec. Mer. To see a reverend Syraciisian merchant, 

Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 

Beheaded publicly for his offence. ^ 

Ang. See where they come : we will behold his death 
Luc. Kneel to the duke before he pass the abbey. 


Efnter Duke, attended ^ j^geon bareheaded ; with the Heaclsriiaa 
and other Officers. 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 

If any friend will pay the sum for him, 

He shall not die, so mimh we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, mo: ? facred duke, against the abbess 1 
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady: 

It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May’t please your grace, Antipholus my husband, — 


The 'place of deatli\ The folio has “ The place of depth.” — That 
“ depth” was a misprint for death” I did not require the authority of 
Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector to convince me ; hut I am glad he has pro- 
nounced it to be so, because the probability of future editors retaining 
it is thereby considerably lessened. (Even Mr. Collier, who gave death ” 
in his text, was afterwards troubled with great doubts whether he ha<l 
done rightly : see the “ Additional Notes ” to his Bhalcespeare, i. cclxxxv. 
first ed.).— According to Mr. Hunter, The place of deptJF in 

the Greek story, the Barathrum, the deep pit, into which offenders were 
cast SoJonson, — 

‘ Opinion ! [0 God] let gross opinion sink [and he damn’d] 

As deep as Barathrum J Evciy Man in his HumouT, ed, i6oi,” 

New Illustr. of ShakespearCy i. 225. 

But jEgeon was not about to he “ cast into a deep pit ; ” — he was to be 
Beheaded publicly for his offence.” Nor does Mr. H^inter understand 
the quotation from Jonson. ^ In it Barathrum” undoubtedly means 
hell. Compare Dekker’s Knights Conjuring, 1607 ; “Inraged at which, 
he fiung away, and leapt into BarathrumJ’ Sig. c. 3. And Taylor’s- 
Bawd; 

‘‘Cocitus Monarch, high and mighty Dis, 

Who of Great Limbo Lake Commanders, 

Of Tartary, of Erebus, and all 

Those Kingdomes which men Barathrum doe call” 

P. 92 (second),— Worhs, ed. 1631. 
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Who I made lord of me and all I had, 

At your important letters, — this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took him ; 

That desperately he hurried through the street, — 

With him his hondnofn, all as mad as he, — - 
Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing m their# houses, hearing thence 
Eings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and sent him home. 

Wljilst to take order for the wrongs I went, 

That here and there his fury had committed. 

Anon, I wot not by what strange escape. 

He brok« from those that had the guard of him ; 

And with^®®^ his mad attendant and himself. 

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords, 

Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 

Chas’d us away ; till, raising of more aid, 

We came again to bind them. Then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we pursu’d them ] 
xlnd here the abbess shuts the gates on us, 

And will not suffer us to fetch him out, 

Hor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 

Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 

Dttke. Long since thy husband serv’d me in my wars ; 
x^Lud I to thee engag’d a prince’s word, 

When thou didst make him master of thy bed. 

To do him all tke grace and good I could. — 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate, 

AiA bid the lady abbess come to me. — 

I will determine this before I stir. 

(®®) strange escape^ 

And witJi] 

Here strange,^ for “ strong of the folio, is the emendation of Walker 
{Grit Exam., <&c,, voL in. p. 23) and of Mr. Colliers Ms, Corrector ; 
and so Malone ‘‘dhce suspected that we should read.” — As to 
(for which GapeE substituted here,” and which Eitson would alter 
to ‘‘then'’), — uiay possibly (Malone says, certainly) have been the 
author’s word. 
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Enter a Servant. 

Serv, 0 mistress, mistress, shift and save yourself! 

My master and his man are both broke loose, 

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound th#" doctor, 

Whose beard they have smge’d off with brands of fire ; 

And ever, as it blaz’d, they threw on hiiS 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair : 

My master preaches patience to him, the while 
His man with scissors nicks him like a fooi; 

And sure, unless you send some present help, 

Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool ! thy master and his man are here ; 

And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ; 

I liave not breath’d almost since I did see it. 

He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you, 

To scotch your face,^^^^^ and to disfigure you. - [Cry 
Hark, hark I I hear him, mistress : fly, be gone I 

Duke, Come, stand by me ; fear nothing. — Guard with 
halberds ! 

Adr, Aj me, it is my husband ! Witness you, 

That he is borne about invisible : 

Even now we hous’d him in the abbey here ; 

And now he’s there, past thought of human reason. 


(^0 the wh%Le] The folio has “ and the whilej^ 
f 00) To scotch your face,] The folio has To scorch your faoef — 
Warhnrton saw that ‘‘ scotch ’’ was the true reading here : but Ms ob- 
vious emendation has been treated with contempt by his succes^rs. 

‘ Scorch,^ says Steevens, I believe, is right. He would have punished 
her as he had punished the conjurer before — ^which must have been 
hy singeing off her beard I — The folio has the very same misprint in 
Macbeth, act iii. sc 2 ; 

We liaue scorched [read ^^seotclfd ”] the snake, not kilFd it.’** 

So, too, have all the old editions of Beaumont and Fletcher’s Knight of 
the Bur7mig Pestle, act iii. se. 4 ; 

Re-enter Geokge, leading a Second Man with a patch over his nose. 

George, Puissant hnight, of the Binning Pestle bight, 

See here another wretch, whom this foul beast 

Hath scorcht [read “scotch’d”] and scor’d m this inhuman wise.’’* 
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Enter Antieholus of Ephesus and Dromio of Ephesus. 

Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke, 0, grant me justice I 
"EverTfor the service that long since I, did thee, 

When I bestrid theeiiin the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy life ; even for the blood 
That then I lost fot thee, now grant me justice. 

jEge. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 

I see my son Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ant E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman there ! 
She whom thou gav’st to me to be my wife, 

That liath abused and dishonour’d me 
Even inHihe strength and height of injury : 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 

Ant E. This day, great duke, she shut the doors upon me, 
While she with harlots feasted in my house. 

Duke. A grievous fault. — Say, woman, didst thou so? 
Adr. ITo, my good lord : myself, he, and my sister 
To-day did dine together. So befal my soul 
As this is false he burdens me withal ! 

Luc. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on night, 

But she tells to your highness simple truth ^ 

Ang, 0 perjur’d woman I — They are both forsworn 
In this the madman justly chargeth them 
Ant E. My liege, I am advised what I say ; 

Neither disturbed with th’ effect of wine, 

Nor heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire, 

AlT)eit my wrongs might make one wdser mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner : 

That goldsmith there, were he not pack’d with her, 

Could witness it, for he was with me then ; 

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 

Promising to bring it to the Porpentine, 

Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner dofle, and he not coming thither, 

I went to seek him : in the street I met him. 

And in his company that gentleman. 
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THere did this perjur’d goldsmith swear me down 
That I this day of him receiv’d the chain, 

'Which, God he knows, I saw not : for the %vhich 
He did arrest me with an officer. 

1 did obey; and sent my peasant hoii]^ 

For certain ducats : he with none return’d. 

Then fairly I bespoke the officer 
To go in person with me to my house. 

By the way we met 

My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 

Of vile confederates. Along with them 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac’d villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A threadbare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 

A needy, hoUow-ey’d, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living-dead man : this pernicious slave, 

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer ; 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 

And with no face, as ’twere, outfacing me, 

Cries out, I was possess’d. Then all together 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 

And in a dark and dankish vault at home 

They left and my man, both bound together ; 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder, 

I gain’d my freedom, and immediately 
Ean hither to your grace ; whom I beseech 
To give me ample satisfaction 
For these deep shames and great indignities^. 

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him, 

That he din’d not at home, but was lock’d out. 

JDuhe. But had he such a chain of thee or no ? 

Ang, He had, my lord : and when he ran in here, 

These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Sec. Mer, Besides, I will be sworn these ears of miife 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him, 

After you first forswore it on the mart : 

(101) IqP gQ passage is cited (without ohserv-ation) by 
Walker in his Gril, Exam., &c., vol, iii. p. 26 ; and so reads Mr. Collief s> 
Ms. Corrector. — ^The folio has There left meR 
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And thereui^on I drew my sword on yon ; 

And then you fled into- this abbey here, 

From whence, I think, you’re come by miracle. 

A^t, K I never came within these abbey- walls : 

Nor ever didst thou jjraw thy sword on me : 

I never saw the chain. So help me heaven 
As this is false you^ burden me withal 

Duke, Why, what an intricate impeach is this ! 

I think you all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been ; 

If lie were mad, fie would not plead so coldly : — 

You ^y he din’d at home ; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying. — Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dro, E. Sir, 

He din’d with her there, at the Porpentine. 

Gout, He did ; and from my finger snatch’d that ring. 
Ant, E. ’Tis’true, my liege ; this ring I had of her. 

Duke, Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

Gout, As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace. 

Duke. Why, this is strange, — Go call the abbess hither. — 

\Exit an Attendant, 

I think you are all mated or stark mad. 

uE^e, Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a word : 
Haply I see a friend will save my life, 

And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusian, what thou wilt. 

Mge. Is not your name, sir, call’d Antipholus ? 

And is not that»your bondman Dromio ? 

( 103 ) j saw the chain. So help me heavei^ 

As this is false you lurden me withal /] 

The folio has 

“ J neuer saw the Ghainey so helpe me heauen : 

And this is false you lurthen me withaUf — 

which I corrected as above in my Remarks on Mr. Collier^ s and Mr. 
Knighfs eds. of Shakespeare, p. 29. (Compare what Adriana has said at 
p. 61, 

“ So befal my sonl 
tSis is false he burdens me withal 1 

1 sontirme (1863) to think my correction absolutely necessa'fy, though 
Mr. Grant White has pronounced it to be ** quite needless ” 
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JE. Witliin this hour I was his bondman, sir, 

But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords: 

Now am I Dromio, and his mail unbound 

jEge, I'm sure you both of you remember me, 

Dro B. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by you ; 

For lately we were bound, as you are now. 

You are not Pinch's patient, are you, sir ^ 

Why look you strange on me ^ you know me well. 
Ant. E. I never saw you in rny life till now 
' jEge. 0, grief hath chang'd me since you saw me last 
And careful hours with Time's deform^ Ifand 
Have written strange defeatures in my face : 

But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

Ant. E. Neither. 
jEge. Dromio, nor thou ? 

JDto. E. No, trust me, sir, nor L 

^ge I am sure thou dost. 

Dro. E. Ay, sir, but I am sure I do not ; and whatsoever 
a man denies, you are now bound to believe him. 

^ge. Not know my voice 1 0 time’s extremity, 

Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongu 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares 
Though now this gramfed face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow, 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up, 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 

My wasting lamp^^°‘^ some fading glimmer Jeft, 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All these old witnesses — I cannot err — 

Tell me thou art my son Antipholus 

Ant. E. I never saw my father in my life. 

AEJge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 

Thou know'st we parted : but perhaps,- my son, 

Thou sham'st t' acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant E, The duke, and all that know me in the city, 

A®*) cares f] “ Perhaps care.” Walker’s Crit. Exam., &c., voL i. p. 24^* 
The folio has «lampes/’ 
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Can witness with, me that it is not so : 

I ne'er saw Syracnsa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracnsian, twenty years 
Hav#I been patron to Antipholus, 

During which time ne'er saw Syracnsa : 

I see thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Ee-mt&r Abbess, with Antipholus of Syracuse and Deomio of 
Syracuse. 

^Vb, Most m^hty duke, behold a man much wrong'd. 

\_All gather to see them. 

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
Dakey One of these men is Genius to the other ; 

And so of these. Which is the natural man. 

And which the spirit ? who deciphers them ? 

Dro. S, I, sir, am Dromio : command him away. 

Dro. E, I, sir, am Dromio ; pray, let me stay. 

Ant. S. JEgeon art thou not ? or else his ghost V 
Dro. 8. 0, my old master ! who hath bound him here 
Ahb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds, 

And gain a husband by his liberty. — 

Speak, old .^geon, if thou be'st the man 
That hadst a wife once call'd JEmilia, 

That bore thee at a burden two fair sons : 

0, if thou be'st the same jEgeon, speak, 

And speak unto the same j3Emilia ! 

AEge. If I dream not,^^^^^ thou art ^Emilia : 

If thou art she, •tell me where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 

*Al)b. By men of Epidamnum he and I 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up ; 

But by and by rude fishermen of Corinth 

iEge. If I dream not, &c.] This speech and the following speech 
of iEmilia are wrongly placed m the folio ; it inserts them between these 
two lines of the Dnke’s next speech ; 

“ Which accidentally are met together, — 

Anifpholus, thou earnest from Corinth first I ’’ — 

prefixing to the second of these lmes.~The transposition w^s 

made by Capell (though Malone takes the credit of it to himscdf), 

VOL. II. 
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By force took Dromio and my son from them, 

^nd me they left with those of Epidainnnm. 

What then became of them I cannot tell ; 

I to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke, Why, here begins his mornii^ story right : 

These two Antipholus’, these two so like, 

And these two Dromios, one in semblance, — 

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea, — 

These are the parents to these children, 

Which accidentally are met together. — 

Antipholus, thou earnest from Corinth first’? 

Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse. 

JDiike. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which is which. 
Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious lord,-— 
Bto. E. And I with him. 

Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most famous war- 
rior, 

Duke Menaphon, your most renownM uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me co-day ? 

Ant. S. I, gentle mistress. 

Adr. And are not you my husband ? 

' Ant. No ; I say nay to that. 

Ant. S. And so do I ; yet did she call me so : 

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 

Did call me brother, — \_To Lue^ What I told you then, 

I hope I shall have leisure to make good ; 

If this be not a dream I see and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you bad of me. 

Ant. S. I think it be, sir ; 1 deny it not. 


p®) Besides her urging of her wreck at sea^ — ] ‘‘ If this,’^ says Mason, 
^*he the right readmg, it is, as Steevens justly remarks, one of Shake- 
speare’s oversights, as the Abbess had not hinted at Her shipwreck, but- 
possibly we should read ‘ Besides his urging,’ &c.” — In stating that her 
son, herself, and Dromio, “ were taken up ” from the raft, the Abbess 
surely does more than hint at her shipwreck : still there is no denying 
that she has not urged” it, according to our present acceptation ot the 
word ; and the old copy is perhaps corrupted here, — Mr. Collier's Ms. 
Corrector reads, Besides his urging of his wreck aPseaf — Malone sup- 
poses that a line has been lost.— Walker (Shakespeards Versification^ 
p. 7) cites this passage with the reading Besides her urging <^the wreck 
at sea” 



^CENE I.] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


6y 


Ant. B. And you, sir, for this chain arrested me. 

Ang. I think I did, sir ; I deny it not. 

I sent you money, sir, to he your bail, 

By i)romio ; but I think he brought it not. 

Dto. B. IsTo, none* by me. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv’d from you, 

And Dromio my man did bring them me. 

1 see we still did meet each other’s man ; 

And I was ta’en for him, and he for me ; 

Axid thereupon |hese errors are arose.^^^’^^ 

Ant. B. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 

JD^e. It shall not need ; thy father hath his life. 

Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 

Ant B. There, take it ; and much thanks for my good 
cheer. 

Abb. EenownM duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here, 

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes ; — 

And all that are assembled in this place, 

That by this sympathizM one day’s error 
Have sujffer’d wrong, go keep us company, 

And we shall make full satisfaction. — 

Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; and, till this present hour, 

My heavy burden ne’er delivered. — 

The duke, my husband, and my children both, 

And you the calendars of their nativity, 

•^Go to a gossips" feast, and joy with me; 

these errors are arose.] Rowe printed all aroseJ* 

(108) Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of^oic, my S 071 S ; and^ hll this 'present hour 
My heavy burden ne'er deliver ^d. — ] 

‘The folio has 

Thirtie three yeares haue I hut gone tn trauaile 
Of you my sonnes, and till this present hours 
My heauie burthen are tlehuered.^^ 

The alteration of ^Thirtie three” to Twenty-fke” is Theobald’s.— The 
correction ^*nder^^ for ‘*are” was first made by me in my Bemarhs on 
Mr. Collier's and Mr. Knight's eds. of Bhalcespearej p. 30. (Mr. Singer, 
through forgetfulness, mentions it as his own.) 
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After so long grief, such felicity ^ 

Duke. With all my heart, I’ll gossip at this feast. 

[Dxeuni Duke, Abbess, Ageoii, CourtezaT^ See. 
Merchant, Angelo, and Attendants 
Dro. S Master, shall I go fetch^^'^^^^our stuff from ship- 
board ? 

Ant. D. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou embarl^’d ? 
Dro. S. Your goods that lay at host, sir, in the Centaur. 
Ant. S. He speaks to me. — I am your master. Dromio : 
Come, go with us ; well look to that anoiv 
Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him. 

[Dxeiont Ant. S. and Ant. D., Adr. and Luc. 
Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your master’s hdhse, 

, That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinner : 

She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. D. Methinks you are my glass, and not my brother : 
I see by you I am a sweet-fac’d youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 

Dro. S. Hot I, sir ; you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That’s a question : how vshall we try it ? 

Dro. S. We’ll draw cuts for the senior : till then lead 
thou first. 

Dro. E. Hay, then, thus : — 

We came into the world like brother and brother; 

And now let^s go hand in hand, not one before another 

\Exe%mt 


C®®) And ym the calmdars of their 7 iat%vity\ 

Go to a gossipd feast, and joy with me; 

After so long grief, such felicity /] 

The folio has 

And you the Kalenders of their Natiuity, 

Go to a Gossips feast, and go with mee, '' 

After so long greefe such Hatiuitie,’* — 

wrongly beyond aU doubt— In the second line I adopt the correction 
of Heath ; m the third line, that of Hanmer, (“For the second ‘wa- 
tivity,’^* says Walker, “read, not as is suggested [by Johnson] in the 
Yariorum edition, (this was not the idea likely to occur in 
.Emilia's mind), but [with Hanmer] ^felicity:'' GrU. Emm., &c., yoL I 
p. 277.) 

(^1®) shall I go fetchl So Walker (Grit. Exam., &o., voL iii p, 20 ). — 
The folio omits ~ ^ 
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Was entered in the Stationers’ Registeis as follows : 

‘‘23 Aug. 1600. And Wi.-e, \Vm. Aspieyj Two books, the one called 
Muche adoe about Kothmge, and the other The Second Paito of the History 
of King Henry the ivith with the Humois of Sir John Fallstaff wiytten by 
Mr. Shakespeare ” 

There is,” remarks Mr. Collier, ** another memopinduTn in the same 
register, bearing date on the '4th August,’ without the year, which runs in 
these terms As you like yt, a book. Henry the ffith, a hook " Every 
man in his humor, a book The Comedie of Much Adoe about nothmge, a 
book ’ Opposite the titles of these plays are added the words to be staied. ' 
This last entry, there is little doubt, belongs to the year 1600, for such is 
the date immediately preceding it; and, as Malone observes [Li/e 0/ Ma/cc- 
speare, p. 367], the clerk seeing 1600 just above his pen, when he inserted 
the notice for staying the publication of ‘Much Ado about Nothing,’ and the 
two other plays, did not think it necessary to repeat the Hgiues The caveat 
of the 4th August against the publication had no doubt been withdrawn 
the 23d of the same month, and the object of the ‘ staj’’’ piobably was to pie- 
vent the publication of ‘ Henry V.,’ ‘ Every Man in his Humour,’ and ‘Much 
Ado about Nothing,’ by any other stationers than Wise and Aspley” Lt- 
trod, to Much Ado ahout Nothing. This play was first printed in 1600, 4to, 
“ as it hath been sundiie times publikely acted,” &c. : hence perhaps we may 
conjecture, with ]Mr. Collier, that it was written in the autumn of 1599, rather 
than assign its composition, with Malone, to the beginning of 1600.— The 
earlier portion of the serious business of Much Ado about Nothing has a gi'eat 
resemblance to part of the story of Ariodante and Ginevra in Ariosto’s Gr- 
lando F arioso, canto v. ; where Polinesso, in order to revenge himself on the 
princess Ginevra, — who has rejected his love-suit and has pledged her troth 
to Ariodante, — ^prevails on her attendant Baliiida to personate the princess 
and to appear at a balcony by moonlight, while, — ^in tlie^sight of Ariodante, 
whom he has stationed to witness the supposed infidelity of Ginevra, — he 
ascends to her apartment by a ladder of ropes — The trugecall and fUaspite 
history Arrounde Jenevor [Anodante and QiTievj'al, the doughter unto the hynge 
of shottes, by peter Beverley, m verse, was entered m the Stationers’ Registers 
in 1565-6, and subsequently printed n. d. ; according to Warton {Hkt. of 
Engl. Foetry, iii 479, ed 4to), there was an edition of it in /boo. — “A History 
of Ariodante and Qeneuora''* was “shewed before her Ma*^^® on Shrovetu^sdaie 
at night [1582-3], enacted by Mr. Mulcasters children” (Malone’s Shake’ 
speare, by Boswell, vol. iii 406). — A few years later the same story was 
versified from Ariosto by George Turherviie. This rests on the authority of 
Sir John Harington, who, in the notes appended to the Fifth Book of his 
translation of the Orlando, says ; “ Sure the tale [of Ariodante and Ginevra] 
is a prettie comicall matter, and hath heene written in English verse some 
few yeares past aeamedly and with good grace), though in verse of another 
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ACT I. 

ScBNB I. Before the house of Leonato. 

Mnier Lboitato, HbrOj and Beatrice!, with a Mesfcnger/^) 

Leon, I learn in this letter that Don Pedro of Arragon 
comes this night to Messina. 

Mess, He is very near by this : he was not three leagues 
off when I left him. 

Leon, How many gentlemen have you lost in this action ? 
Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon, A victory is twice itself when the achiever brings 


(1) Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, mth a Messenger.] The 
old eda have Enter Leonato Gouernonr of Messina, Innogen his wife, 
Hero his daughter, and Beatrice his Neece, with a messenger (and agam 
at the commen cement of act ii. they make his enter wdth 

Leonato). ‘^It is therefore clear,” says Mr, Collier ad L, “that the 
mother of Hero made her appearance before the audience, althougn she 
says nothing throughout the comedy;” and in Ms Notes and Emenda- 
Hons, &o., he remarks that “the manuscript-corrector of the folio, 1632, 
has expunged the words Innoge 7 i hu wfe, as if the practice had not then 
been for her to appear before the audience m this or in any other 
portion of the comedy.” p, 66. 

The great probability is, that she never -uppeared before any audience 
in arey part of the pla/y ; and that Theobald was right when he con- 
jectured that “the poet had in his first plan designed such a character, 
which, on a survey of it, he found would be superfluous, and therefore 
he left it out.” One thing I hold for certain, viz. that, if she ever dul 
figure among the dramatis personoe, it 'was not as a mere dummy : there 
are scenes in whi^ the mother of Hero must have spoken ; she could 
not have stood on the* stage without a word to say about the disgrace oi 
her daughter, 

(^) Pedro] The old eds. have “Peter.” 
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home full numbers. I find here that Don Pedro hath be- 
stowed much honour on a young Florentine called Claudio, 

Ifess. Much deserved on his part, and equally resUiein- 
bered by Don Pedro. He hath borne himself beyond the 
promise of his age ; doing, in the figui^e of a lamb, the feats 
of a lion : he hath, indeed, better bettered expectation than 
you must expect of me to tell you how. 

Zeon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very 
much glad of it. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and there ap- 
pears much joy in him ; even so much, that joy could not 
show itself modest enough without a badge of bitterifess 

Zeon. Did he break out into tears ? 

If ess. In great measure. 

Zeon. A kind overflow of kindness: there are no faces 
truer than those that are so washed. How much better is it 
to weep at joy than to joy at weeping ! 

Beat. I pray you, is Signior Montanto returned from the 
wars or no ? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady : there was none 
such in the army of any sort. 

Zeon. What is he that you ask- for, niece ? 

Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess. 0, he’s returned ; and as pleasant as ever he was. 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and challenged 
Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle’s fool, reading the chal- 
lenge, subscribed for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird- 
bolt. — I pray you, how many hath he killed aad eaten in these 
wars? But how many hath he killed? for, indeed, I promised 
to eat all of his killing. 

Zeon, Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedick toe much ; 
but he’U be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 

Beat You had musty victual, and he hath help th eat 
it : he’s a very valiant trencher-man ; he hath an excellent 
stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 


0 Pedro] The old eds. have “ Peter.' 
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Beat And a good soldier to a lady • — but what is he to a 
lord? 

Mes^ A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed with all 
honourable virtues. 

Beat It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a stuffed man : 
but for the stuffing, — well, we are all mortal. 

Leon You must not, sir, mistake my niece. There is a 
kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and her : they 
never meet but there's a skirmish of wit between them. 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that ! In our last con- 
flict 1‘our of his wits went halting off, and now is the 
whole man governed with one : so that if he have wit enough 
to keep hiij^self warm, let him bear it for a difference between 
himself and his horse ; for it is all the wealth that he hath left, 
to be known a reasonable creature. — Who is his companion 
now ? He hath every month a new sworn brother. 

Mess. Is't possible ? 

Beat Very easily possible : he wears his faith but as the 
fashion of his hat ; it ever changes with the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books 

Beat No ; an he were, I would burn my study But, I 
pray you, who is his companion ? Is there no young squarer 
now that will make a voyage with him to the devil ? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right noble Claudio. 

Beat 0 Lord, he will hang upon him like a disease : he is 
sooner caught than the pestilence, and the taker runs presently 
mad. God help the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the 
Benedick, it will c®st him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mess. I will 'hold friends with you, lady. 

Bmt Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat No, not till a hot January. 

Mess. Don Pe"(iro is approached. 

Enter Don Pedeo, Don John, Claudio, Benedick, cmd 
Balthazar. 

D. Pedro. Goqd Signior Leonato, you are come to meet 
your trouble : the fashion of the world is to avoid cost, and 
you encounter it 
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leon, ISTever came trouble to my house in the likeness of 
your grace : for trouble being gone, comfort should remain ; 
but when you depart from me, sorrow abides, and happiness 
takes his leave. ^ 

D Pedro. You embrace your chfrge too willingly. — I 
think this is your daughter. 

Zeon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Wvm you in doubt, sir, that you asked her ? 

Zeon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you a child. 

D. Pedro. You have it full, Benedick ; we may guess by 
this what you are, being a man. — Trulf, the lady fathers 
herself. — Be happy, lady ; for you are like an hosiourable 
father. 

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her father, she would not 
have his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as lilve him 
as she is. 

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking, Signior 
Benedick: nobody marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear Lady Disdain ! are you yet living ? 

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die while she liath 
such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick ? Courtesy 
itself must convert to disdain, if you come ip her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turncoat, — But it is certain I 
am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : and I would I could 
find in my heart that I had not a hard heart ; for, truly, I love 
none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women : they would else have 
been troubled with a pernicious suitor, i thank God and 
my cold blood, I am of your humour for that : I had rather 
hear my dog bark at a crow than a man swear he loves^ me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind ! so some 
gentleman or other shall scape a predestinate scratched face. 

Beat, Scratching could not make it worse, an 'twere sucli^ 
a face as yours were.^”*^ 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

{^) as yours were,] “In the coxr. fo. 1632, at the end of this 

speech is erased . . . though it was certainly the language of Shake- 
speare’s day : therefore we preserve it.” Colliee. The old text may 
be right ; hut, I confess, I am not quite satisfied with it. 
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Beat A bird of my tongue is better than a beasfc of yours. 

Bene. I would my horse had the speed of your tongue, 
and sqg^ood a continuer. But keep your way, o’ God’s name ; 
I haTe done. 

Beat You always eid with a jade’s trick: I know you 
of old. 

JD. Pedro. This is the sum of all: Leonato, — Signior 
Claudio and Signior Benedick, — my dear friend Leonato 
hath invited you all. I tell him we shall stay here at the 
least a month ; and he heartily prays some occasion may de- 
tain us longer : I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays 
_from hi^ heart. 

Leon, Sf you swear, my lord, you shall not be forsworn — 
Let me bid you welcome, my lord : being reconciled to the 
})rince your brother, I owe you all duty. 

JD, John I thank you : I am not of many words, but I 
thank you. 

Leon, Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will go together. 

[Bxeimt all except Benedick and Claudio, 

Cla.ud, Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato ? 

Bene, I noted her not ; but I looked on her 

Clwiid, Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bene, Do you question me, as an honest man should' do, 
for my simple true judgment ; or would you have me speak 
after my custom, as being a professed tyrant to their sex ^ 

Claud. Ho ; Dpray thee speak in sober judgment. 

Bene, Why, i’faith, methinks she^s too low for a high 
prafee, too brown for a fair praise, and too little for a great 
praise : only this commendation I can afford her, — ^that were 
she other than, she is, she were unhandsome; and being no 
other but as she is, I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest I am in sport : I pray thee tell me 
truly how thou likest her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her ? 

Claud, Can 4rhe world buy such a jewel ? 

Bern. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak you this 
with a sad brow ? or do you play the flouting Jack, to telFus 
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Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? 
Come, in what key shall a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady tha^^iever I 
looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without specllicles, and I see no such 
matter : there’s her cousin, an she were not possessed with a 
fury, exceeds her as much in beauty as the first of May doth 
the last of December. But I hope you have no intent to 
turn husband, have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had %worn 
the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is’t come to this, in faith ? Hath not fhe world 
one man but he will wear his cap with suspicioiv- Shall I 
never see a bachelor of threescore again ? Go to, i’faith ; an 
thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear the print 
of it, and sigh away Sundays. Look; Don Pedro is returned 
to seek you. 


Re-enter Don Pbbbo. 

JD. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that you fol- 
lowed not to Leonato’s ? 

Bene. I would your grace would constrain me to teiJ. 

B. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene, You hear, Count Claudio: I can be secret as a 
dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on my allegi- 
ance, — mark you this, on my allegiance. — He is in love. 
With who ? — now that is your grace’s 'part. — Mark how 
short his answer is ; — ^With Hero, Leonato’s short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : '' it is not so, nor ’twas 
not so ; but indeed, God forbid it should b^, so.” 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God forbid itr 
should be otherwise. 

I>. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is very 
well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

JD. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 
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Bene, And, by my two faiths and troths, my loid, I spoke 
mine 

GlciMd. That I love her, I feel. 

B, Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neith^ feel how she shonld be loved, nor 
know how she should be worthy, is the opinion that fire can- 
not melt out of me : I will die in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the 
fiespite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part but m the 
force of his will, 

Bene.^ That a woman conceived me, I thank her ; that she 
brought up, I likewise give her most humble thanks : but 
that I will have a recheat winded in my forehead, or hang my 
bugle in an invisible baldrick, all women shall pardon me. 
Because I will not do them the "wrong to mistrust any, I will 
do myself the right to trust none ; and the fine is (for the 
which I may go the finer), I will live a bachelor. 

jD. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love.^®^ 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my lord; 
not with love : prove that ever I lose more blood with love 
than I will get again with drinking, pick out mine eyes with 
^ ballad-maker’s pen, and hang me up at the door of a bro- 
thel-house for the sign of blind Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith, thou 
wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and shoot at 
me ; and he that hits me, let him be clapped on the shoulder, 
and called Adam. 

24 Pedro. Well, as time shall try: 

In tmie the savage bull doth bear the yoke.” 

(®) I shall see tk^, ere I die, hole pale with love.] ‘‘ I snspeet, from the 
*tnrn of^the expression, that the words are verse, and that /Shall see 
thee/ &e., is the true reading.” Walker^s Shakespeare^ Versification, 
dec., p. 237. Very doubtful, surely. 

* In time the savage hull doth hear the A line from Kyd^s 

Spanish Tragedy (of which the earliest edition known is dated 1 599; ; 
where it stands thni^; 

In time the sauage bull swstaines the yoake.” 

Actii. sig. 0 2 , ed. 16 iS. 

Kyd, again, borrowed it from Watson^s "BKATOMnAOIA, or Tassionate 
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Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the sensible 
Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s horns, and set them 
in my forehead : and let me be vilely painted ; and such 
great letters as they write, “ Here is good horse to hire,” let 
them signify under my sign, Heie^jon may see Benedick 
the married man.” 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou wouldst be horn- 
mad. 

D. Pedro, Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too, tten. 

D. Pedro. Well, you wiU temporize with the hours. In 
the mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to_Leonato’s : 
commend me to him, and tell him I will not fail him at 
supper ; for indeed he hath made great preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for such an 
embassage ; and so I commit you, — 

Claud. To the tuition of God ; From my house (if I had 
it), — 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July: Your loving friend, Bene- 
dick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body of your dis- 
course is sometime guarded with fragments, and the guards 
are but slightly basted on neither : ere you flout old ends any 
further, examine your conscience : and so I leave you. {Emit 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me good. 

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach : teach it but how,^®^ 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learr^ 

Any hard lesson that may do thee good. ' 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero ; she’s his only heir. 

Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. 0, my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 

Centurie of Lme (n. d.,but printed in or after 1582) ; the XLViith Sonnet 
of which begins thus ; 

In time the bull is hrought to weave the yoake,” &c, 

(6) My love is thine to teach: teach it hut how^] Perhaps HMne to 
me/ ” WalkePs Grit. Exam.^ &c,, vol. i. p. 295. 
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I look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye, 

That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than drive liking to the name of love : 

But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 

Saying, I lik’d her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro, Thou wilt be like a lover presently. 

And tire the hearer with a book of words. 

If thou dost love ^air Hero, cherish it ; 

And I yill break with her and with her father, 

And thou shalt have her. Was’t not to this end 
That thou'^begann’st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud, How sweetly do you minister to love, 

That know love’s grief by his complexion i 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

I would have salv’d it with a longer treatise. 

D. Pedro, What need the bridge much broader than the 
flood ? 

The fairest grant is the necessity.^®^ 

Look, what will serve is fit : ’tis once, thou lovest . 

And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

I know we shall have revelling to-night : 

I will assume thy part in some disguise, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom I’ll unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then after to her father will I break ; 

And the conclusion is, she shall be thine. 

In practice let us put it presently. [Pxeimt. 

0 -^tory ?] ** Surely ^ story ’ is wrong.” Walker’s Grit, Exam,, &c., vol. 
iii. p. 29, where the editor conjectures “jtring.” 

(®) The fairest grant is the necessity,'] Hanmer alters grant to 
*<plea;” Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector to “ground.”^ — Hayley conjectured 
The fairest grant is to necessity” (Necessitas quod cogit defendit). 


VOL. 11. 
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Scene II A room in Leonato’s home 
Enter, seoerally, Lbonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now, brother ! Whe'i’e is my cousin, your 
son ? hath he provided this music ? 

Ant He is very busy about it. But, brother, I Ccui tell 
you strange news, that you yet dreamt not of. 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Ant As the event stamps them : but they have a .good 
cover; they show well outward. The prince and Count 
Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley in my"’ orchaid, 
were thus much overheard by a man of mine :^the prince 
discovered to Claudio that he loved my niece your daughter, 
and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance ; and if 
he found her accordant, he meant to take the nresent time 
by the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ^ 

Ant A good sharp fellow : I will send for him ; and Ques- 
tion him yourseK. 

Leon. Ho, no ; we will hold it as a dream till it appear^®^ 
itself : but I will acquaint my daughter withal, that she may 
be the better prepared for an answer, if peradventure this be 
true. Go you and tell her of it. — \Exit Antonio. — Semral 
persons cross the staged Cousin, you know what you have 
to do. — 0, I cry you mercy, Mend ; go you with me, and I 
will use your skill. — Good cousin, have a care this busy time. 

[Exit 


Scene III. Another room in Leonato’s house. 

Enter Don John and Conradb.’^ 

Con. What the good-year, my lord ! why are yotr thus 
out of measure sad ? 

0 Qy, “approve”] i.e. prove. (In Ooriolanm, activ. sc. 3 , 

the folio has “ appear’d,” where the sense reiiuires ‘^pprov^d.”) 

Comm, 'I Here the old eds. have “ coosins,” and, two lines after, 
“cosin ; ” but Leonato is evidently addressing the same individual : and 
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D. John. There is no measure in the occasion that breeds 
it.cn) therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Oo'-' . You should hear reason. 

D. John. And when I have heard it, what blessing hring- 
eth it ? 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient sufferance. 

D. John. I wonder that thou, being (as thou sayest thou 
art) born under Saturn, goest about to apply a moral medi- 
ciiie to a mortifying mischief. I cannot hide what I am : I 
must be sad when I have cause, and smile at no man’s jests ; 
eat when I have stomach, and wait for no man’s leisure ; 
sleep when I am drowsy, and tend on no man’s business ; 
laugh wh^n I am merry, and claw no man in his humour. 

Con Yea, but you must not make the full show of this 
till you may do it without controlment. You have of late^^"^ 
stood out against your brother, and he hath ta’en you newly 
into his grace ; where it is impossible you should take true 
root but by the fair weather that you make yourself: 
it is needful that you frame the season for your own 
harvest 

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose 
in his grace ; and it better fits my blood to be disdaine-l of 
all than to fashion a carriage to rob love from any : in this, 
though I cannot be said to be a flattering honest man, it must 
not be denied but I am a plain-dealing villain I am trusted 
with a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog , therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage. If I had my mouth, 
I would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would do my liking : 
in the mean time let me be that I am, and seek not to 
alte% me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent ? 

D. John. 1 make all use of it, for I use it only. — Who 
comes here ? 

his first speech in this scene shows plainly who that individnal is — 
Where is my cousin^ yowr son ? hath he provided this music ” The 
said cousin , son to Antonio, now crosses the stage along with inusi- 
»cians, and, it may he, with others. 

/] A mooern addition, 

rou ham of lak} Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads You have 

till of 
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Eiife 7 ' Bokachio. 


What news, Borachio ^ 

Bom. I came yonder from a gr^at supper: the prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leoiiato ; and I can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build mischief 
on ? What is he for a fool that betroths himself to unq^iiiet- 
ness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s rightf^hand. 

I). John. Who, the most exquisite Claudio ? 

Bom. Even he. 

D. John. A proper squire 1 And who, and wlieT?^^^^ which 
way looks he ? 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of Leonato 

B. John. A very forward March-chick ! How came you 
to this ? 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was smoking 
a musty room, comes me the prince and Claudio, hand in 
hand, in sad conference : I whipt me behind the arras ; 
and there heard it agreed upon, that the prince should woo 
Hero for himself, and having obtained her, give her to 
Count Claudio, 

D. John. Come, come, let us thither : this may prove 
food to my displeasure. That young start-up hath all the 
glory of my overthrow : if I can cross him any way, I bless 
myself every way. You are both sure, and will assist 
me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

B. John, Let us to the great supper : their cheer fs the 
greater that I am subdued. Would the cook were of my 
mind 1 — Shall we go prove what’s to be done ? 

Bora, Well wait upon your lordship, [flxemitl 

(13) And who, and who ?] Mr. Grant Wlnte pronounces the second 
“awa who” to be “an accidental repetition:” bnt Walker (Crit Exam., 
&c., vol iii. p. 29 ) has proved, by parallel passages, 4 hat it is the author’s- 
own iteration. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I, ^ hall in Leonato’s hou^ie, 

Evler Leonato/^^) Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, and others. 

Leon. Was not Count John here at supper ? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never can 
see him but I am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero? He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made just in 
the midway between him and Benedick: the one is too 
like an image, and says nothing ; and the other too like my 
lady’s eldest son, evermore tattling. 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue in Count 
John’s mouth, and half Count John’s melancholy in Signior 
Benedick’s face, — 

Beat. With a good leg and a good foot, uncle, and money 
enough in his purse, such a man would win any woman in 
the world, — if he could get her good-will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a 
husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith, she’s too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst : I shall lessen God’s 
sending that way ; for it is said, “ God sends a curst cow 
short horns ; ” but to a cow too curst he sends none. 

Leo7i. So, by being too curst, God will send you no horns. 

Heat. Just, if he send me no husband; for the which 
blessing I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening. Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face : I had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon. You may light on a husband that hath no beard. 

Beat. What should I do with him? dress him m my 
apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ^ He 
that hath a beifL*d is more than a youth ; and he that hath 


Q*) Enter Lbonaio, &c.] See note (i)* 
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no beard is less than a man : and he that is more than a 
youth is not for me ; and he that is less than a mai| I am 
not for him : therefore I will even take sixpence in earnest 
of the bear- ward, and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon, Well, then, go you into hell? 

Beat. No ; but to the gate ; and there will the devil 
meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, and 
say, “ Get you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven ; 
here’s no place for you maids : ” so deliver I up my apes, 
and away to Saint Peter : for the heave:j^s, he shows me^^^ 
where the bachelors sit, and there live we as merry as the 
day is long. 

Ant. Well, niece [to 5ero], I trust you will ruled by 
your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith; it is my cousin’s duty to make cour* 
tesy, and say, Father, as it please you : — but yet for all 
that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, or else make 
another courtesy, and say, Father, as it please me.” 

Zeon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted with 
a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of some other metal than 
earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be overmastered 
with a piece of valiant dust ? to make an account of her life 
to a clod of wayward marl ? No, uncle, I’ll none : Adam’s 
sons are my brethren ; and, truly, I hold it a sin to match 
in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you : if the prince 
do solicit you in that kind, you know your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if you be 
not wooed in good time : if the prince be too important^ tell 
him there is measure in every thing, and so dance out the 
answer. For, hear me, Hero : — wooing, wedding, and repent- 
ing, is as a Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pac^ the 
first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fan- 

so deliver I up my and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens, 
^ he shows one] Almost all the modern editors erronCnsly alter the ori- 
ginal punctuation to “ and away to Saint Peter for the heavens : 

he shows me/’ — not being awaie that ^^for the heavens is a petty oath 
(see Gifford, — Jonson’s Worlss, ii. 68, vi 333). 



SCENE I.] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 87 


tastical • the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a measure, full 
of statft/and ancientry ; and then comes repentance, and, with 
his bad legs, falls into the cinq[ue-pace faster and faster, till 
he sink into his grave/^^^ 

Zeon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church by 
daylight. 

Zeon. The revellers are entering, brother: make good room. 


Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, Don J ohn, 
Bqraohio, Maroaret, Ursula, and others, mashed. 

B. JPedf^ Lady, will you walk about with your friend ? 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and say no- 
thing, I am yours for the walk ; and especially when I walk 
away. 

B. Pedro. With me in your company ? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

B. Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend the lute 
should be like the case 1 

B. Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof; within the house 
is Jove.^ 

Hero. Why, then, your visor should be thatch’d. 

B. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

{Takes her aside. 

Balth, Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake ; for I have 
many ill qualities. 

Balth. Which is one ? 

falls into the dnqm-pace faster and faster, till he sink into his grave ] 
Mr, Collier^s Ms. Corrector reads “ till he sink a-pace into his grme. 

* ts Philemon’s roof; within the house is Jove, &c.] Qy. does 

Shakespeare cite here some poem which has now perished There is, of 
course, an allusion to the story of Baucis and Philemon, whose dwelling 
(as Ovid tells ns, Met. viii. 630) was 

“ Parva quidem, stipulis et canna tecta palustri.'’ 

Malone observes ; The line of Ovid above qnoxed is thus translated by 
Golding, 1587 ; 

^ The roofe thereof was thatched all with straw and fennish reede.’ ” 
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Marg, I say my prayers aloud. - 

I love you the better : the hearers may cr}^ Amen. 

3£arg. God match me with a good dancer 1 

Balth. Amen. 

Marg. And God keep.him out of my sight when the dance 
is done ! 

words:' the clerk is answered. 

^ ^JJrs. I know you well eno’igh ; you are Signior Antonio. 

Ant At a word, I am not. . 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of jiour head. 

Ant To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless you were 
the very man. Here's his dry hand up and dovfi : you are 
he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

TIts. Come, come, do you think I do not know- you by 
your excellent wit ? can virtue hide itself ? Go to, mum, 
you are he : graces will appear, and there's an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so ? 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat That I was disdainful, and that I had my good wit 
out of the Hundred Merry Tales: — well, this was Signioi 
Benedick that said so. 

Bene. What's he ? 

Beat I am sure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat Did he never make you laugh ? 

Balth. Well^ I would you did like me. 

Marg. Bo would not /, for your own sake; for I liwte mauy ill qualities. 

Balth. Which is one ^ 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Balth.] 

The three speeches now assigned to Balthazar are given, both in the 
quarto and in the foho, to Benedick. Theobald first saw that they be- 
long to Balthazar. — Benedick is now engaged Beatrice, as is 
evident from what they presently say. (Two prefixes, each beginning 
with the same letter, are frequently confounded by transcribers and 
printers ; so, m Louis Labours Lost act ii. sc. i, six speeches in succession 
which belong to Biron are assigned m the folio to Boyet) 
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JBeoi^ I pray you, what is he ? 

BectU Why, he is the prince’s jester: a very dull fool; 
only his gift is in devising impossible slanders : none but 
libertines delight in h|pi ; and the commendation is not in 
his wit, but in his villany ; for he both pleases men and 
angers them, and then they laugh at him and beat him. I 
am sure he is in the fleet : I would he had boarded me. 

Bene, When I know the gentleman, I’ll tell him what 
you say. 

Beat. Do, do : #he’ll but break a comparison or two on 
me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or not laughed at, 
strikes liim into melancholy ; and then there’s a partridge’ 
wing saved^ for the fool will eat no supper that night. [Music 
tvitJnnJ] We must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Hay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them at 
the next turning. 

[Dance. Then exeunt all excerpt Don John, Bomchio, 
and Glattdio. 

D. John, Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawn her father to break with him about it The ladies 
follow her, and but one visor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his bearing. 

D. John. Are you not Signior Benedick ? 

Ckmd. You know me well ; I am he. 

D. John. Signior, you are very near my brother in his 
love : he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you, dissuade him 
from her, she is no equal for his birth : you may do the part 
of an honest man in it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her ? 

D, John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would marry her 
to-rdght. 

D. John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Boraehio. 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 

But hear thes^ill news with the ears of Claudio. 

Tis certain so ; — the prince wmoes for himself. 

Friendship is constant in all other things 
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Save in tlie office and affairs of love : 

Therefore all hearts in love use their own tonoues ; 

Let every eye negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent ; for beauty is a A^itch, 

Against whose charms faith nielteth into blood. 

This is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which I mistrusted not. Farewell, therefore/^*^ Beroi 

Re-enter Benedioil 

Bene, Count Claudio ? 

Claud, Yea, the same. 

Bene, Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud, Whither ? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own business, 
count. What fashion will you wear the garland of ? about 
your neck, like an usurer's chain ? or under your arm, like 
a lieutenant's scarf? You must wear it one way, for the 
prince hath got your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bene, Why, that's spoken like an honest drover so 
they. sell bullocks. But did you think the prince would 
have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene, Ho ! now you strike like the blind man : 'twas the 
boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat the post. 

Claud, If it wiU. not be. I’ll leave you. {Bsit, 

Bene, Alas, poor hurt fowl! now WLi| he creep into 
sedges. — But, that my Lady Beatrice should know me, and 
not know me ! The prince’s fool ! — Ha ! it may he I go 
under that title because I am merry. — Yea, but so I am apt 
to do myself wrong ; I am not so reputed / it is the base, 
though bitter, disposition of Beatrice^^^^ that puts the world 

(1^) thmfoTe^ Some of the earlier editors print then ; which Hr. 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives. 

W drover:] The old eds. have ‘‘dronier” ch'ovier”) i which, says 
Walker, '' may perhaps he right.” JShaImpeards Vernflcaiion^^o,, p. 227, 

(20) ^cLse, thovgh Utter, dis^mttion of Beatrice] I #0 not understand 
this , hut, I believe, it was not questioned hv any editor till the time 
of Jolmson, who conjectiired ‘-the base, the Utter dtsposmoyif &c.,— -a 
correction which Walker (Orit. E,vam„ &c,, vol. iii. p. 30) doubts.” 



SCENE I.] MUCH ADO ABOUT A OTHING. gf 

into hei; person, and so gives me out Well, 111 be revenged 
as I 


Re-entei* Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. How, signior, where’s the count ? did you see 
him ? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a war- 
ren : I told him, and I think I told him true, that your grace 
had got the good-wjdl of this young lady ; and I offered him 
my company to a willow-tree, either to make him a garlanl, 
as being •forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being wortljy 
to be whi^i^ed. 

D Pedro. To be whipped 1 What’s his fault ? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy, who, being 
overjoyed with finding a bird’s-nest, shows it his companion, 
and he steals it. 

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ? The 
transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had been made, 
and the garland too ; for the garland he might have v;orn 
himself, and the rod he might have bestowed on you, who, as 
I take it, have stolen his bird’s-nest. 

D Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and restore them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my faith, 
you say honestly. 

D, Pedro. The*Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you : the 
gentleman that danced with her told her she is much vrronged 
by fou. 

Bene. 0, she misused me past the endurance of a block f 
an oak but with one green leaf on it would have answered 
her ; my very visor began to • assume life and scold with her. 
She told me, — not thinking I had been myself, — that I was 
the prince’s jester, and that I was duller than a great thaw ; 

(21) of this yowi^lady Walker {Grit Exam., vol. ii. p. 223) would 
lead o/his young ladyf because, he has nothing to refer 

to.’' He may be right : but our early authors sometimes use “ this ” 
rather loosely. 
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liiiddling jest upon jest, with such impossible coiivj^yaiice, 
uj)on me, that I stood like a man at a mark, with whole 
army shooting at me. She speaks poniards, and every word' 
stabs : if her breath were as terribly as her terminations, 
there were no living near her ; she would infect to the north 
star I would not marry her, though she were eiidowecl 
with all that Adam had left him^^^^ before he transgressed: 
she would have made Hercules have turned spit, yea, and have 
cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her : 
you shall find her the infernal At4 in good^apparel. I wquM 
to God some scholar would conjure her ; for certainly, while 
she is here, a man may live as q_uiet in hell as in a satlctuary ; 
and people sin upon purpose, because they would thither ; 
so, indeed all disquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her. 

D, Fedro. Look, here she comes. 


Re enter Claudio, Ebatbice, Hero, and Leonato. 

Bene, Will your grace command me any service to the 
world’s end ? I will go on the slightest errand now to the 
Antipodes that you can devise to send me on ; I will fetch 
you a toothpicker now from the furthest inch of Asia ; bring 
you the length of Prester John’s foot; fetch you a hair oif 

(22^ Has been variously altered, — by Theobald (War- 

burton) to ‘‘ impassable,” by Hanmer to impetuous,” &c. But Shake- 
speare, like other early writers, employs the word ‘Hmpossihle” with 
great license: so, before in this play (p, 89), we have '‘impossible 
slanders in The Meiry Wvoes of Windsor, act 111. 5, “ I will examine 

%iApossihle places in Twelfth Night, act in. sc, 2, “inijwssiUe passagej:^ 
of grossness in Julius Gcesar^ act ii. sc. i, stride with things impos- 
Walker {Cnt Exam., &c, vol. in. p. 30) cites from i)ra;^on’s 
Odes, LovJs Conquest, “ S’ impossibly I love you,” &c. 

to the north A similar comic "exaggeration is found in a 

passage of the Protesilaos of Anaxandrides (apud Athenseus, Book iv. 
sect 7), which describes the weddmg-feast of Iphicrates on his marriage 
with the daughter of Kotys, king of Thrace , 

Kara ttjp &yophv fih bvetTrpiatTBai 
crpibfiaQ" dXovpyrj y^ixp^ &pKTOv. 

C* That purple tapestry strew’d the market-place, 

And thence extended to the northern star ”) : 

but Meineke has altered y>4xp^ "rijs dpKrov to pi^xp^ rijs dKpas to the^ 
mintlel). 

(“b Mr. Colheris Ms. Corrector substitutes “lent Mm.” 
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the great Chain's beard ; do you any embassage ro the i*ig- 
mies ^-Tprather than hold three words' conference with this 
harpy. You have no employment for me ? 

D Fedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene. 0 God, sir, here's a dish 1 love not : I cannot 
endure my Lady Tongue. \_EM. 

JD. Pedro. Come, lady, come ; you have lost the heart of 
Signior Benedick. 

Beat, Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile ; and I gave 
him^use for it, — a double heart for his single one ; marry, 
once before he won it of me with false dice, therefore yonr 
grace mg&y well say I have lost it. 

D. Fedro You have put him down, lady, you have put 
him down. 

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my lord, lest J 
should prove the mother of fools. — I have brought Count 
Claudio, whom you sent me to seek. 

B. Pedro. Why, how now, count ? wherefore are you sad ? 

Gla%id. Not sad, my lord. 

D. Pedro. How then ? sick ? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, nor 
well ; but civil, count, — civil as an orange, and something of 
that jealous complexion. 

B. Pedro. I'faith, lady, I think your blazon to be true ; 
though, ril be sworn, if he be so, his conceit is false. — Here, 
Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is wmii : 
I have broke with her father, and, his good-will obtained, 
name the day of marriage, and God give thee joy 1 

ieon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her my 
fortunes : his grace hath made the match, and all grace say 
Amen to it ! 

Beat Speak, count, 'tis your cue. 

(Tiaud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I were but 
little happy, if I could say how much. — Lady, as you are 
mine, I am yours : I give away myself for you, and dote upon 
the exchange. 

Beat Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, stop his mouth 
with a kiss, and let not him speak neither. 
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B. Pedro. In faith, lady, yon have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it t^eps on 
the windy side of care, — My cousin tells him in his ear that 
he is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance ! — Thus goes every one to 
the world hut I, and I am sun-burned ; I may sit in a corner, 
and cry Heigh-ho for a husband J 

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father’s getting. 
Hath your grace ne’er a brother like you"^ Your father got 
excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them, r 

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. Ho, my lord, unless I might have another for work- 
ing-days : your grace is too costly to wear every day. But, 
I beseech your grace, pardon me : I was born to speak ail 
mirth and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to be merry 
best becomes you ; for, out of question, you were born in a 
merry hour. 

Beat. Ho, sure, my lord, my mother cried ; but then there 
was a star danced, and under that was I born. — Cousins, God 
give you Joy ! 

Leon. Hiece, will you look to those things I told you 
of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your grace’s pardon. 

\Exit. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element in her, my 
lord : she is never sad but when she sleeps ; and not-ever 
sad then ; for I have heard my daughter say, she hath often 
dreamed of unhappiness, and waked herself with laugh- 
ing. 

B. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. 0, by no means : she mocks all her wooers out of 
suit. 

B. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for JBenedick. 

Leon. 0 Lord, my lord, if they were but a week married, 
they would talk themselves mad ! 
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D, Fedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church , 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord : time goes on crutches till 
love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is hence a 
just seven-night ; and a time too brief, too, to have all things 
answer my mind. 

D. 'Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a breath- 
ing : but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time shall not go dully 
by us. I will, in the interim, undertake one of Hercules’ 
labotirs; which is; 'to bring Signior Benedick and the Laily 
Beatrice ^into a mountain of affection the one with the other. 
I would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but to fashion 
it, if you three will but minister such assistance as I shall 
give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten 
nights’ watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Sero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to help my 
cousin to a good husband. 

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefullest husband 
that I know. Thus far can I praise him ; he is of a noble 
strain, of approved valour, and confirmed honesty. I will 
teach you how to humour your cousin, that she shall fall in 
love with Benedick ; — and I, with your two helps, will so 
practise on Benedick, that, in despite of his c[uick wit and 
his queasy stomac^Ji, he shall fall in love with Beatrice. If 
we can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer : his glory shall 
be o^rs, for we are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and 
I will tell you my drift. [Exeunt 


SciKE II. Another room, in Leo^tato^s house. 

Enter Bon John and Boeaohio, 

D. John. It is so ; the Count Claudio shall marry the 
daughter of Leoliata 

Bora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it. 
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D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment will be 
medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to b^^n ; and 
whatsoever comes athwart his affection ranges evenly with 
mine. How canst thou cross this marriage ? 

Bora. IsTot honestly, my lord ; Tut so covertly that no 
dishonesty shall appear in me. 

D. John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I think I told your lordship, a year since, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting-gentle- 
woman to Hero. 

D. John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable! instant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her lady’s chamber-window. 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go you 
to the prince your brother; spare not to tell him that he 
hath wronged his honour in marrying the renowned Claudio 
(whose estimation do you mightily hold up) to a contamin- 
ated stale, such a one as Hero. 

D. John. What proof shall I make of that ? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex Claudio, 
to undo Hero, and kill Leonato. Look you for any other 
issue 1 

B. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour any thing. 

Bora. Go, then ; find me a meet hour to draw Don Pedro 
and the Count Claudio alone : tell them that you know that 
Hero loves me; intend a kind of zeal ]:joth to the prince 
and Claudio, as, — in love of your brother’s honour, who 
hath made this match, and his friend’s reputation, who is 
thus like to be cozened with the semblance of a maid, — 
that you have discovered thus. They will scarcely believe 
this without trial : offer them instances ; '‘which shall bear 
no less likelihood than to see me at her chamber-window ; 
hear me call Margaret, Hero ; hear Margaret term me 
Claudio and bring them to see this the very night before 


(^) hear me call Margaret^ Hero; hear 
Theobald altered Cknidio^^ to “ Borachio 
rector does the same. But as Margaret 


Margaret term me Claudio 
J and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
was on that occasion to pass 
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the intended wedding, — for in the mean time I will so 
fashion the matter that Hero shall be absent, and there 
shall appear such seeming truth of her disloyalty, that 
jealousy shall he calle^J assurance, and all the preparation 
overthrown. 

D. John, Grow this to what adverse issue it can, I will 
put it in practice. Be cunning in the working this, and 
thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora, Be you constant in the accusation, and my cunning 
shall^not shame me. 

JD. John. I will presently go learn their day of marriage. 

[Exeunt 


Scene III. Leonato's garden. 
Enter Benedick and a Boy. 


Bene. Boy, — 

Boy. Signior ? 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book : bring it hither 
to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir, 

Bene. I know that ; but I would have thee hence, and 
here again. [Exit BoyI \ — I do much wonder that one man, 
seeing how much another man is a fool when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed at such shallow 
follies in others, b^ecome the argument of his own scorn by 

herfcelf off for Hero (compare what BoracMo says, p. 141, “how you were 
brou|^it into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret in Herds gar- 
ments”), so was Borachio to be addressed by her as Claudio : there was 
certainly a secret agreement between them, though e learn from his 
subsequent declaration, p. 143, “Nor knew not what she did when she 
spoke to meT that she was not aware to what a villanous project she 
was le»^ding her aid. Mr. Knight aptly observes, “ The very expression 
term, me shows that the speaker assumes that Margaret, by connivance, 
would call him by the name of Claudio.^^ Mr Collier says, “ ‘ Claudio^ 
must be an error, as Claudio was to be one of the spectators : ” but surely 
Claudio would not doubt his own identity, — he would know that she 
was not talking t^ him, — I am now (1863) less confident as to the 
correctness of the old reading “ ClaudioJ^ 

of her disloyalty, 1 The old eds. have “ of Heroes disloyaltief — 
Corrected by OapelL 

VOL. II. 
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falling in love ; and such a man is Claudio. I have Imown 
when there was no music with him but the drum and^he file • 
and now had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe * I have 
known when he would have walked ten mile a-foot to see a 
good armour; and now will he lie ten nights awake, carving 
the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont to speak idain 
and to the purpose, like an honest man and a soldier ; and 
now he is turned orthographer his words are a very fan- 
tastical banquet, — just so many strange dishes. May i be so 
converted, and see with these eyes ? I c|.nnot tell ; I think 
not : I will not be sworn but love may transform me to an 
oyster ; but TU take my oath on it, till he have* made an 
oyster of me, he shall never make me such a fool. One 
woman is fair, — yet I am well ; another is wise, — yet I am 
well ; another virtuous, — yet I am well : but till all graces 
be in one woman, one woman shall not come in my grace. 
Eich she shall be, that's certain; wise, or Til none; vir- 
tuous, or I’ll never cheapen her ; fair, or 111 never look on 
her; nuld, or come not near me; noble, or not I for an 
angel ; of good discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair 
shall be of what colour it please God. — Ha, the prince and 
Monsieur Love ! I will hide me in the arbour. 

[ Withdraws into the ardour. 

Enter Don Pbdeo, Claudio, and Lbonato, followed hy 
Baltha2;ae and Musicians.^ 

D. Fedro. Come, shall we hear this mi^ic ? 

Claud. Tea, my good lord. — How still the evening is. 

As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 

D. Fedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself ? 

Claud. 0, very weU, my lord : the music ended, 

W OTthogra^her fl The old eds. have “ortography” and iJortho- 
grapny,’^ — and the latter is retained by Mr. Staunton, who defends it by 
comparing the reading of the old eds. in Lovers Lahom^s Lost, act 5. sc. 2 , 

I stall turn sonnet ” — ^which I believe to be a stark error, 

(2®) Enter Bon Pedko, Claudio, and Lwsajso, followed hy Balthazak 
Musicians.] ^ The quarto has Enter prince^. Leonato, Claudio, 
Mnsiokef and, six lines after, Enter Balihaser ^oith mmichel — The 
folio has, and rightly, only one stage-direction, — Enter Prince, Leonato, 
Claudio, and lache Wilson” [ie. the singer who acted Balthazar]. 
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We'!! fit tlie Hd with a pennyworth. 

D. Jedw. Comej Balthazar, well hear that song again. 
Balth, 0 , good my lord, tax not so bad a Yoice 
To slander music any more than once. 

D. Pedro, It is the witness still of excellency 
To put a strange face on his own perfection : — 

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Balth, Because you talk of wooing, I will sing 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes, 

Yet will he swear he loves. 

D, Pedro. Hay, pray thee, come ; 

Or, if tliftu wilt hold longer argument, 

Do it in notes. 

Balth, Hote this before my notes, - 
There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the noting. 

B. Pedro, Why, these are very crotchets that he speaks ; 
Hote notes, forsooth, and nothing ! [Music, 

Bene, [aside’l How, Divine air!” now is his soul ra- 
vished ! — Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts should hale 
souls out of men’s bodies ? — WeU, a horn for my money, 
when all’s done. 


Balthazab sings. 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shore j 
To one thing constant never ; 
Then sigh not so, 

But let them go, 

And be you blithe and bonny; 

Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men was ever so, 
Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, &a 


P) Mdfox\ Tbe old eds. have 
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D, Pedro, By my trotli, a good song. 

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord. 

D, Pedro, Ha, no, no, faith ; thou singest well enough 
for a shift. 

Bene, [aside'l An he had been a dog that should have 
howled thus, they would have hanged him : and I pray 
God his bad voice bode no mischief! I had as lief have 
heard the night-raven, come what plague could have come 
after it. 

D, Pedro. Yea, marry, dost thou hear, Balthazar \ I 
pray thee, get us some excellent music ; for to-morrow night 
we would have it at the Lady Hero’s chamber- windrow. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

B, Pedro, Do so : farewell. [PJxeunt Balthazar and Mu- 
dcians^l — Come hither, Leonato. What was it you told me 
of to-day, — that your niece Beatrice was in love with Signior 
Benedick ? 

Claud. 0, ay : — stalk on, stalk on ; the fowl sits {aside 
to Pedro], — I did never think that lady would have loved 
any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but most wonderful that she 
should so dote on Signior Benedick, whom she hath in all 
outward behaviours seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene, [aside] Is’t possible ? Sits the wind in that corner ? 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to think 
of it : but that she loves him with an enraged affection, — it 
is past the infinite of thought 

D. Pedro. May be she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. Faith, like enough. 

Leon. 0 God, counterfeit ! There was never counterfeit of 
passion came so near the life of passion as she discovers it. 

D, Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she ? 

Claud, [aside] Bait the hook well; this fish w ill bite. 

Leon. What effects, my lord! She will sit you, —you 
heard my daughter teU you how, 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

jD. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? Toi^ amaze me : I 
would have thought her spirit had been invincible against all 
assaults of affection. 
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Zeon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; especially 
against Benedick. 

Bene. \aside^ I should think this a gull, but that the 
white-bearded felloAv speaks it; knavery cannot, sure, hide 
himself in such reverence. 

Claud \a.sidG\ He liath ta’en the infection : hold it up. 

B. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to Bene- 
dick ? 

Leooi. Ho ; and swears she never will : that’s her torment. 

Qlaud. ’Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter says : “ Shall 
I,” says she, “ that have so oft encountered him with scorn, 
write to* him that I love him ? ” 

Leon. •This says she now when she is beginning to write 
to him ; for she’ll be up twenty times a night ; and there will 
she sit in her smock till she have writ a sheet of paper : — my 
daughter tells us all. 

Claud. How you talk of a sheet of paper, I remember a 
pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

Leon. 0, — when she had writ it, and was reading it over, 
she found Benedick and Beatrice between the sheet ? — 

Claud. That. 

Leon. 0, she tore the letter into a thousand halfpence ; 
railed at herself, that she should be so immodest to write to 
one that she knew would flout her : “ I measure him,” Saji'S 
she, “ by my own spirit ; for I should flout him, if he writ to 
me ; yea, though I love him, I should ” 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, 
beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses “ 0 sweet 
Benedick ^ God give me patience ^ ” 

Leon. She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : and the 
ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that my daughter is 
sometime afeard she will do a desperate outrage to herself: 
it is very true. 

jD. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of it by 
some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end ? He would but make a sport of il^ 
and torment JJie poor lady worse. 


( 30 ) Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector reads cries.' 
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D. Pedro. An he should, it were an to hang luin. 

She's an excellent-sweet lady ; and, out of aU suspicion, she 
is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wiser 

D. Pedro. In every thing but in loving Benedick. 

Leon 0, my lord, wisdom and blood combating in so 
tender a body, we have ten proofs to one that blood hath the 
victory. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, being her 
uncle and her guardian. 

D. Pedro I would she had bestowed tjiis dotage on me : 
I would have daffed all other respects, and made her half 
myself. I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and hear Vhat he 
will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die ; for she says she 
wiU die, if he love her not ; and she will die, ere she make 
her love known ; and she will die, if he woo her, rather than 
she will ])ate one breath of her accustomed crossness. 

P. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make tender of 
her love, 'tis very possible he’ll scorn it ; for the man, as you 
know all, hath a contemptible spirit 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

P. Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward happiness. 

Claud. 'Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

P. Pedro. He doth indeed show some sparks that are like 
wit. 

Leon. And I talce him to be valiant. 

P. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and'^in the managing 
of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for either he avoids 
them with great discretion, or undertakes them with a iflost 
Christian-like fear. 

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep the 
peace : if he break the -peace, he ought to- enter into a 
quarrel with fear and trembling. 

P. Pedro. And so wiU he do ; for the man doth fear God, 
howsoever it seems not in him by some large jests he will 

mi alms\ Mr. CoIlier^s Ms. Corrector reads an a^ms-deed.” 

Tmf the peace: if he hmh the peace,] The old eds, have 
peuce^ if mef &q. 
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make. Well, I am sorry for your niece. Shall we go seek 
Benedick, and tell him of her love ? 

Claud, ISTever tell him, my lord : let her wear it out with 
good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that’s impossible: she may wear her heart 
out first. 

D. Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your daugh- 
ter : let it cool the while. I love Benedick well ; and I could 
wish he would modestly examine himself, to see how much 
he is unworthy so good a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Claud, [aside] If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. 

D. Pedro, [aside] Let there be the same net spread for 
her; and that must your daughter and her gentlewomen 
carry. The sport will be, when they hold one an opinion of 
another’s dotage, and no such matter : that’s the scene that 
I would see, which would be merely a dumb-show. Let us 
send her to call him in to dinner. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato. 

Benedick advances from the arbour. 

Bene. This can be no trick : the conference was sadly 
borne They have the truth of this from Hero. They seem 
to pity the lady : it seems her affections have their full bent. 
Love me 1 why, it must be requited. I hear how I am cen- 
sured : they say i will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the 
love come from her ; they say too that she will rather die 
than give any sign of affection. — I did never think to marry : 
— I must not seem proud : — ^happy are they that hear their 
detractions, and can put them to mending. They say the 
lady is fair, — ^tis a truth, I can bear them witness ; and vir- 
tuChs, — ’tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, but for loving 
ixie, — ^by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great 
argument of her folly, for I will be horribly in love with 
her. I may chance have some odd quirks and remnants of 
wit broken on me, because I have railed so long against 
marriage : but doth not the appetite alter ? a man loves the 
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meat in Ms youth that he cannot endure in his age. Shall 
quips and sentences, and these paper-ljuUets of the brain, 
awe a man from the career of his humour ? no, the world 
must be peopled When I said I w%uld die a bachelor, I did 
not think I should live till I were married. — Here comes 
Beatrice. By this day, she’s a fair lady : I do spy some 
marks of love in her. 


Enter Beatrice, 

Beat. Against my will I am sent to bid you come fn to 
dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks than you 
take pains to thank me : if it had been painful, I would 
not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure, then, in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a knife’s 
point, and choke a daw withal. — You have no stomach, 
signior : fare you well. {Exit. 

Bene. Ha ! “ Against my will I am sent to bid you come 
in to dinner,” — ^there’s a double meaning in that, I took 
no more pains for those thanks than you took pains to thank 
me,” — that’s as much as to say, Any pains that I take for 
you is as easy as thanks. — If I do not take pity of her, I 
am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a J ew, I will go 
get her picture. {Exit 


ACT III 

Scene I. Leonato’s garden. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 

‘ IS Corrector reads amd not chohe.^^ 

‘ ( ) Margaret^ run thee to the parlour ,*] (AL * run thee into the 

something wrong.’^ Walker’s Blialeepewris 
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Proposing with the prince and Claudio : 

Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say that tiiou overheard'st us ; 

And hid her steal into the pleached bower, 

Where honeysuckles, ripen'd by the sun, 

Forbid the sun to enter; — like favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it : — there will she hide her, 
To listen our propose. This is thy office : 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg.» I'll make her come, I warrant you, presently. [Exit 
Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 

As we do trace this alley up and down, 

Our talk must only be of Benedick. 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hearsay Now begin : 

Enter Beatrice, hehind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Uo's, The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish 
Gut with her golden oars the silver stream. 

And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couchM in the woodbine coverture. 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Ofjihe false-sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

[They admnee to the bower^ 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful; 

I know her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards (£ the rock. 


(^) iJo] A modern addition. 
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CTra. But are you sure 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero. So says the prince and my iiew-troth^d lord. 

Urs. And did they bid you tell ^cr of it, madam ? 

Hero. They did entreat me to acq^iaint her of it ; 

But I persuaded them, if they lov^d" Benedick, 

To wish him wrestle with affection, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did you so ^ Doth not the gendenian 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed^^®^ 

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero. 0 god of love 1 I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 

But ISTature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ; 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 

Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 

Values itself so highly, that to her 

All matter else seems weak : she cannot love. 

IvTor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so self-endear’d. 

' Urs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely-featur'd, 

But she would spell him backward : if fair-fac'd, 

She'd swear the gentleman should be her dster ; 

If black, why, hTature, drawing of an antic, 

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance iU-headed ; 

If lo-w, an agate very vilely cut ; 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with aU winds ; 

If silent, why, a block movfed with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out; 

And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

(^) asfidl, as foTiunat& a bed] Mr, Staunton prints, %itbL the old eds.^ 
** as full as fortunate a bed ; by which he understands as full fortunate' 
a bed.” 
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Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable 
Hero, No, nor^®^^ to be so odd, and from all fashions, 

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 

But who dare tell her so| If I should speak, 

She’d mock me into air ; 0, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit ! 

Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d fire, 

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly: 

It were a better death than die with mocks, 

Which is as bad asjiie with tickling.^^®^ 

Urs. Yet tell her of it : hear what she will say, 

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 

And counS!5l him to -fight against his passion. 

And, truly, I’ll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : one doth not know 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. 0, do not do your cousin such a wrong ! 

She cannot be so much without true judgment 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit 
As she is priz’d to have) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

(37) The old eds. have “not.’^ 

C®) Ske^d mock me into air ; 0, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, 'press me to death with wit ! 

Therefore let Benedick^ hie caoer'd fiie, 

ConsuTiie (f)ray in sighs, waste inwardly 
It were a hetcer death than die with mocks, 

Which IS as had as die with tickling.'] 

En the quarto the fifth hne stands thus; 

“ It were a better death, then die with mochesf — 

** then ” being the usual old spelling of than.'^ The folio, by a slight 
mistake, has 

It were a better death to die with mockesf — 

which the editor of the second folio (who, as Malone has proved, never 
examined any of the quartos) altered to 

It were a bitter death to die with mockesf — 

giving a meaning to the passage, but a meaning which the coustruction 
ol the speech shows to be wrong (I say so, though aware that Mr. Grant 
White has adopted the reading of the second folio). 
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Uts, I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 

Speaking my fancy : Signior Benedick, 

Bor shape, for bearing, argument, and valour 
Goes foremost in report through It^ly. 

Eero, Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Uts. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. — 

When are you married, madam ? 

Eero. Why, every day to-morrow.^®®^ Come, go in : 

111 show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

f' 

Urs. {ojside'l She’s lim’d, I warrant you : we’ve caught 
her, madam. 

Eero, [aside^ If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

\Exeunt Eero and Ursula. 

Beateicb advances. 

Beat. What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ? 

Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu 1 
Ho glory lives behind the back of such. 

And, Benedick, love on ; I will rec^uite thee, 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand : 

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band ; 

For others say, thou dost deserve, and I 

Believe it better than reporcmgiy. [Exit. 


Scene II. A room in Leonato’s house. 

Enter Don Pbdbo, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato. 

D, Pedro, I do but stay till your marriage be consum- 
mate, and then go I toward Arragon. 


(35) Whp every day to-morrow.] According to Staunton, Hero 
plays on the form of Ursula’s interrogatory, and means, I am a married 
woman every day after to-morrow.”— Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads 
Why, in a &c. 
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him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath already stuffed 
tennis-balls. 

Zeon>. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by the loss 
of a beard, 

D. Pedro. Hay, he rubs himself with civet: can you smell 
him out by that ? 

Claud. That’s as much as to say, the sweet youth’s in love. 

B. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melancholy. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face ^ 

B. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, I 
hear what they say of him. 

Claud. Hay, but his jesting spirit, which is now crept 
into a lute-string, and new-governed by stops. 

B. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him. Con- 
clude, conclude he is in love. 

Claud. Hay, but I know who loves him. 

B. Pedro. That would I know too : I warrant, one that 
know_s him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in despite of all, 
dies for him, 

B. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face up wards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the toothache. — Old sig- 
nior, walk aside with me : I have studied eight or nine wise 
words to speak to you, which these hobby-horses must not 
hear. \Bxeunt Benedick and Leonato. 

B. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Beatrice. 

Claud. ’Tis even so. Hero and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two bears will 
not bite one another when they meet. 

Enter Bon John. 

B. John. My lord and brother, God save you ! 

B. Pedro. Good den, brother. 

new-gov&rnedll The old eds. have ** now gouern^d .^^ — On “ Now and 
mw confounded” see Walker’s Grit Exam.^ &e., vol. ii. p. 214. 

(^) Bhe shall he buried with her face upwards.'\ Altered by Theobald 
tc « with her heels Steevens observes that the old read- 

ing may mean "She shall be buried in her lover^s ai^ns 5” and Malone, 
approving of that interpretation, adds, " Don Pedro is evidently playing 
on the word dm in Claudio’s speech,” &c. 
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D. John, If your leisure served, I would speak with you* 

JD. Pedro. In private ? 

D. John. If it please 37 ’ou : yet Count Claudio may hear : 
for what I would speak of concerns him 

B. Pedro. What’s the matter ? 

B. John. \to Claudio^ Means your lordship to be married 
to-morrow ? 

B. Pedro. You know he does. 

B. John. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 

Gland. If there be any impediment, I pray you dis- 
cover it. 

B. Joh^fi. You may think I love you not : let that appear 
hereafter, %and aim better at me by that I now will manifest. 
For my brother, I think he holds you well ; and in dearness 
of heart hath help to effect your ensuing marriage, — surely 
suit ill. spent and labour ill bestowed. 

B. Pedro. Why, what’s the matter ? 

B. John. 1 came hither to tell you ; and, circumstances 
shortened (for she hath been too long a talking of), the 
lady is disloyal. 

Gland. Who, Hero 

- B. John. Even she ; Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, every 
man’s Hero. 

Gland. Disloyal 1 

B. John. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
iiess ] I could say she were worse : think you of a worse 
title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not till further 
warrant : go bull with me to-night, you shall see her 
chamber-window entered, even the night before her wed- 
ding-day : if you love her then, to-morrow wed her ; but 
it would better fit your honour to change your mind. 

Gland. May this be so ? 

B, Pedro. I will not think it. 

^B. John. If you dare not trust that you see, confess not 
that you know: if you wall follow me, I will show you 

(^) Claud. Sew T\ Mr. W. S. Lettsom writes to me 1 Some 
very necessary words seem to have been omitted here. Qu. 

‘ Claud. Whoy Hero? xaj Hero ? Leonato’s Hero 1 ’’’ 
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eno-ugh; and when yon have seen mol:e; and heard more, 
proceed accordingly. 

Claud, If I see any thing to-night why I should not 
marry her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should 
wed, there will I shame her. 

D Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will 
join with thee to disgrace her 

B. John. I wiU disparage her no further till you are my 
witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the issue 
show itself. 

B. Pedro, 0 day untowardly turned ! 

Claud. 0 mischief strangely thwarting ! 

B, John, 0 plague right well prevented 1 
So will you say when you have seen the sequel. {^Exeunt. 


Scene III. A street. 

Enter Dogberry and Ybeges, with the Watch. 

Bog. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea or else it were pity but they should suffer 
salvation, body and soul. 

Bog. Way, that were a punishment too good for them, if 
they should have any allegiance in them, being chosen for the 
prince's watch. 

Verg. WeU, give them their charge, neighbour Dogberry. 

Bog. First, who think you the most desartless man to be 
constable ^ 

First Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal h for 
they can write and read. 

Bog. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. God hath blessed 
you with a good name : to be a well-favoured man is the gift 
of fortune ; but to write and read comes by nature, 

Bee. Watch. Both which, master constable, — 

Bog. You have : I knew it would be your answer. Well, 
for your favour, sir, why, give God thanks, and make no 
boast of it ; and for your writing and reading, let that appear 
when there is no need of such vanity. You are thought here 
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to be tbe most senseless and fit man for tlie constable of tlie 
watch ; therefore bear you the lantern. This is your charge : 
— you shall comprehend all vagrom men ; you are to bid any 
man stand, in the prince's name. 

See. Watch. How if 'a will not stand ? 

JDog Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go ; 
and presently call the rest of the watch together, and thank 
God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the prince's subjects. 

JDog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the 
prince’s objects. — You shall also make no noise in the 
streets ; f#r for the watch to babble and talk is most tolerable 
and not to be endured 

See. Watch. We will rather sleep than talk: we know 
what belongs to a watch. 

Bog. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet 
watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping should offend : 
only, have a care that your bills be not stolen. — Well, you 
are to call at all the ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk 
get them to bed 

Sec. Watch. How if they will not ? 

Dog. Why, then, let them alone till they are sober : if 
they make you not then the better answer, you may say 
they are not the men you took them for. 

Sec. Watch. Well, sir. 

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by vir- 
tue of your office, ^0 be no true man ; and, for such kind of 
men, the less you meddle or make with them, why, the more 
is foB your honesty. 

Sec. Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not 
lay hands on him ? 

Dog. Truly, by your office, you may; but I thmk they 
that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peaceable way for 
you, if you do take a thief, is to let him show himself what 
he is, and steal out of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful man, partner. 

Dog Truly, *I would not hang a dog by my will, much 
more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

VOL 11. 
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Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you must call 
to the nurse and bid her still it. 

Sec. Watch. How if the nurse be asleep and will not 
hear us ? 

Dog. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child wake 
her with crying ; for the ewe that will not hear her lamb 
when it baes will never answer a calf when he bleats. 

Verg. 'Tis very true. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge : — you, constable, 
are to present the prince’s own person: if you meet the 
prince m the night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay, by’r lady, that I think ’a cannot. ^ 

Dog. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man uliat knows 
the statues, he may stay him : marry, not without the 
prince be willing ; for, indeed, the watch ought to offend no 
man ; and it is an offence to stay a man against his will. 

Verg. By’r lady, I think it be so. 

Dog. Ha, ah-ha! Well, masters, good night: an there 
be any matter of weight chances, call up me : keep your 
fellows’ counsels and your own; and good night. — Come, 
neighbour. 

First Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge : let us 
go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all to 
bed. 

Dog. One word more, honest neighbours. I pray you, 
watch about Signior Leonato’s door ; for the wedding being 
there to-morrow, there is a great coil to-night. Adieu : be 
vigitant, I beseech you. [Exeunt Jjogherry and Verges. 


Enter Boeachio and Conrade 

Bora. What, Conrade 1 — 

First Watch. [aside\ Peace ! stir not. 

Bora. Conrade, I say 1 — - 

Con. Here, man ; I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched; I thought there 
would a scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that: and 
forward with thy tale. 


now 
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JBora. Stand thee close, then, under this pent-house, for 
it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard, utter all 
to thee. 

Mrst Watch. \aside\ Some treason, masters : yet stand 
olose. 

Bom. Therefore know I have earned of Don John a 
thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villany should be so dear ? 

Bo 7 'a. Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were possible any 
villain should be so rich for when rich villains have 
need of poor ones^poor ones may make what price they will. 

Con I wonder at it. 

^om.^That shows thou art unconfirmed. Thou knowest 
that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak, is nothing 
to a man. 

Con, Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora. T mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bom. Tush 1 I may as well say the fooTs the fool. But 
seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is ^ 

First Watch. \aside\ I know that Deformed ; ’a has been 
a vile thief this seven year ; ’a goes up and down like a 
gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Co 7 i. No ; 'twas the vane on the house.^^^^ 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this 
fashion is ^ how giddily he turns about all the hot bloods 


any villain should he so nch;1 The old eds. have “awy 
&c. — ** Read ‘ anv villain should he so rich ; * as Warburtou also saw to 
be ifecessary.” Walker’b Grit. Exam.^ &c., voL ii. p. 46. 

(^®) Bora. Didst thou not hear sormhodij ? 

Con. JVb; ^twas the vane on the house.] 

Here the folio has the spelling vame on the house : ” in conse- 

quence of which Walker says, “ Read ‘ raineJ See above ; ‘ stand thee 
^lose under this penthouse, for it drizzles rain.*” Grit Emm.. &c., vol. 
in. p. 31. But Walker was not aware of the very strong objection to Ms 
ingenious reading which is furnished by the quarto of 1600, where we 

find for it drissells raine ” and No, *twas the vane on the house,” 

Now, properly sipeaking, there is only one old text of this play, — that of 
the quarto 5 from which, beyond all doubt, that of the folio tvas printed 
(with a few omissions, and a few slight changes, mostly for the worse). 
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between fourteen and five-and-thirty ? sometime fashion- 
ing them like Pharaoh's soldiers in the reechy painting, 
sometime like god Bel's priests in the old church window, 
sometime like the shaven Hercules^ in the smirched w'onii- 
eaten tapestry, where his codpiece seems as massy as his 
club? 

Con. All this I see ; and I see that the fashion wears 
out more apparel than the man. But art not thou thyself 
giddy with the fashion too, that thou hast shifted out of 
thy tale into telling me of the fashion ? 

Bora, Not so, neither: but know thal; I have to-mght 
wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the name 
of Hero : she leans me out at her mistress' chambePr window, 
bids me a thousand times good night, — I tell this tale vilely : 
— I should lirst tell thee how the prince, Claudio, and my 
master, planted and placed and possessed by my master Don 
John, saw afar off in the orchard this amiable encounter. 

Con. And thought they^^^^ Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio ; but the 
devil my master knew she was Margaret ; and partly by his 
oaths, which first possessed them, partly by the dark night, 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, which did 
confirm any slander that Don John had made, away went 
Claudio enraged ; swore he would meet her, as he was ap- 
pointed, next morning at the temple, and there, before the 
whole congregation, shame her with what he saw o'ernight, 
and send her home again without a husband. 

First Watch We charge you, in the prmce's name, stand ! 

Sec. Watch. Call up the right master constable. We have 
here recovered the most dangerous piece of lechery that^ever 
was known in the commonwealth. 

First Watch And one Deformed is one of them : I know 
him ; 'a wears a lock. 

Con. Masters, masters, — 

Sec. Watch You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I war* 
rant you, 

(^®) somet%me\ The old eds. have “ sonietiiues : bit:: see what follows. 
they} So the quarto.— The folio (which Mr. Grant White follows 
here, terming it very improperly the authentic copy ”) has thy.” 
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Con. Masters, — 

First Watch Never speak we charge you let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bora, We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being 
taken up of these men's bills. 

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you — Come, 
we'll obey you. [Fxmnt, 


Scene W. A room in Leonato’s house. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and desire 
her to rise. 

Urs. I will, lady. 

Hero And bid her come hither, 

Urs, Well. [Exit, 

Marg Troth, I think your other rabato were better. 

Hero, No, pray thee, good Meg, 111 wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, 's not so good ; and I warrant your 
cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another : I'll wear 
none but this 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
were a thought browner; and your gown's a most rare 
fashion, i'faith. I saw the Duchess of Milan’s gown that 
they praise so. 

Hero, 0, that exceeds, they say, 

Marg, By my troth, 's but a night-gown in respect of 
yodrs, — cloth-o’-gold, and cuts, and laced with silver, set 
with pearls down sleeves, side sleeves, and skirts round 
underborne with a bluish tinsel: but for a fine, quaint, 
graceful, and excellent fashion, yours is w’^orth ten on't. 

Hero, God give me joy to wear it 1 for my heart is ex- 
ceeding heavy. 

(^) Never &c.] This speech is given to Conrade in the old 

cds. 

down sleeves^] i,e. down the sleeves. (Here side sleems^^ sue 
^*long, hanging sleeves,” and is equivalent to “roundabout") 
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Marg, ’Twill be heavier soon by the weight of a man. 

Sero. Fie upon thee ! art not ashamed ? 

Marg Of what, lady ? of speaking honourably Is not 
marriage honourable in a beggar ? Is not your lord honour- 
able without marriage ? I think you would have me say, 
saving your reverence, ''a husband : ” an bad thinking do not 
wrest true speaking, I’ll offend nobody : is there any Iiarm 
in ''the heavier for a husband”? Hone, I think, an it be 
the right husband and the right wife : otherwise ’tis light, and 
not heavy : ask my Lady Beatrice else ; here she comes; 

JEnier Beatrice. 

Ifero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hero. Why, how now f do you speak in the sick tune ? 

Beat. I am out of all other time, me thinks. 

ITarg. Clap’s into Light o’ love ; ^ that goes without a bur- 
den : do you sing it, and I’ll dance it. 

Beat. Yea, Light o’ lorn, with your heels I — then, if your 
husband have stables enough, you’ll see he shall lack no 
barns. 

Marg. 0 illegitimate construction 1 I scorn that with my 
heels. 

Beat. ’Tis almost five o’clock, cousin ; ’tis time you were 
ready. — By my troth, I am exceeding ill : — heigh-ho ! 

Marg For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them allj H. 

Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there’s no more 
sailing by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow ? 

Marg. Hothing I ; but God send every one their heart’s 
desire 1 

Eero. These gloves the count sent me ; they are an ex- 
cellent perfume. 

Beat. I am stuffed, cousin ; I cannot smell. 

Marg, A maid, and stuffed ! there’s goodly catching of 
cold. 


See note vol, i. p. 289. 
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Beat, 0, God kelp me ! God kelp me ! kow long kave 
joii professed apprekension ? 

Margf. Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit become 
me rarely ? 

Beat, It is not seen enough ; you should wear it in your 
cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Cardans Benedictus, 
and lay it to your heart : it is the only thing for a qualm. 

Blew. There thou prickest her with a thistle. 

Beat, Benedictus 1 why Benedictus ? you have some mo- 
ral ill this Benedictus. 

Moral! no, by my troth, I kave no moral mean 
ing , I nf&ant, plain koly-tkistle. You may think perchance 
that I think you are in love : nay, by'r lady, I am not such a 
fool to think what I list ; nor I list not to think what I can ; 
nnr, indeed, I cannot think, if I would think my heart out of 
thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be in love, or 
that you can be in love. Yet Benedick was such another, and 
now is he become a man : he swore he would never marry ; 
and yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats his meat without 
grudging: and how you may be converted, I know not; but 
methinks you look with your eyes as other women do. 

Beat What pace is this that thy tongue keejis ? 

Marg. Hot a false gallop. 

Re-enter Uesuia. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw: the prince, the count, Signior 
Benedick, Don Jnhn, and aU the gallants of the town, are 
come to fetch you to church. 

Mero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, good 
Ursula. [Exeunt 


Scene Y. Another room in Leohato’s house. 

Enter Leonato, with Dogbbery and Yeroes. 

Leon. What would you with me, honest neighbour ? 

Bog. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence with you 
that decerns you nearly. 
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Leon. Brief, I pray you ; lor you see it is a busy time 
with me. 

Bog. Marry, this it is, sir, — 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends ^ 

Bog. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the matter : 
an old man, sir, and his wits are not so blunt as, God help, 
I would desire they were ; but, in faith, honest as the skin 
between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God I am as luonest as any' man 
living that is an old man and no honester than I. 

Bog. Comparisons are odorous : palabras^ Neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Bog. It pleases your worship to say so, but we are the 
poor duke’s officers ; but truly, for mine own part, if I were 
as tedious as a king, I could find in my heart to bestow it all 
of your worship. 

Leon. All thy tediousness on me, ba 1 

Bog, Yea, an ’twere a thousand pound more than ’tis ; 
for I hear as good exclamation on your worship as of any 
man in the city ; and though I be but a poor man, I am glad 
to hear it, 

Verg. And so am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to say. 

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting your wor- 
ship’s presence, have ta’en a couple, of as arrant knaves as 
any in Messina. 

Bog. A good old man, sir ; he will be talking : as they 
say, When the age is in, the wit is out: God help us ! if is a 
world to see I — ^Well said, ffaith, neighbour Verges : — well, 
God’s a good man ; an two men ride of ahorse, one must ride 
behind. — An honest soul, i’faith, sir; by my troth, he is,, as 
ever broke bread : but God is to be worshipped : all men are 
not alike, — alas, good neighbour I 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of you. 

Bog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon, I must leave you. 

Bog. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have indeed compre- 
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bended two auspicious persons, and we would have them 
tliis morning examined before your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring it me : 
I am now in great haste, as it may appear unto you. 

Dog. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Erder a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your daughter to 
her husband 

Leon. Ill wait upon them : I am ready. 

[Exeunt Leoncdo and Messenger, 

Dog. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis Seacoal ; 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the gaol ; we are now 
to examination those men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dog. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you ; here's 
that shall drive some of them to a non-come : only get the 
learned writer to set down our excommunication, and meet 
me at the gaol. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. The inside of a Ohurch 

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar Francis, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, Beatrice,’ and Attendants. 

ligon. Come, Friar Francis, be brief ; only to the plain 
form of marriage, and you shall recount their particular duties 
afterwards. 

jK Fran. You come hither, my lord, to marry this lady ? 
Claud. No. 

Leon. To be married to her : — friar, you come to marry 
her, 

E. Fran. Lady, you come hither to be married to this 
count ? 


(^) Spelt in the old eds. aspitious.’ 
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JB[e7v. I do. 

F. Fran. If either of you know any inward impediment 
why you should not he conjoined, I charge you, on your 
souls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero ? 

JSeiv Hone, my lord. 

F. Fran. Know you any, count ? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, — none. 

Claud. 0, what men dare do 1 what men may do ! what 
men daily do, not knowing what they do I 

Bene. How now ! interjections ? Why, then, some he of 
laughing, as, Ha, ha, he ^ 

Claud. Stand thee hy, friar. — Father, by your le^re ; 

Will you with free and unconstrainM soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 

D. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again 
Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankfulness — 
There, Leonato, take her hack again : 

Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 

She’s hut the sign and semblance of her honour. — 

Behold how like a maid she blushes here ! 

0, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal 1 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue ^ Would you ndt swear, 

All you that see her, that she were a maid, 

By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ^ 

Claud. Not to he married, not to knit my soul 
To an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof, 

Have vanquish’d the resistance of her youth, ^ 

And made defeat of her virginity, — 

Claud. I know what you would say : if I have known her, 
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Youll say she did embrace me as a husband, 

And so extenuate the ’forehand sin : 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; 

But, as a brother to his sister, show’d 
Bashful sincerity and comely love. 

Hero, And seem’d I ever otherwise to you ? 

Claud, Out on thy seeming ! I will wiite against it : 

You seem’d to me as Dian in her orb,^^’*^ 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 

But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than YeiiTis, or those pamper’d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide ? 
Claud. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 

B, Fedro. What should I speak ? 

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon. Are these things spoken ? or do I but dream ^ 

B. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things are true. 
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Eero. True ! — 0 God ^ 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 

Is this the prince ? is this the prince’s brother ^ 

Is this face Hero’s ? are our eyes our own ? 

Leon. All this is so : but what of this, my lord ? 

Claud. Let me but move one q[uestion to your daughter ; 

(61) Hero. And seemed I ever otheivdse to you ^ 

Olaiul. Out on thy seeming I I will w)‘ite against it: 

You seetrid to me as Dian in her or 5 ,] 

The old eds. have “ Out on thee seeming,^' and “ You seeme to me” &o, 
Claud. Sweet fnnce, why speak not you H Here the old eds. have 
the prefix '^Leon.^^ — ‘‘Tieck,^' observes Mr. Knight, proposes to give 
tliis line to Claudio, who thus calls upon the prince to confirm his de- 
claration.” To Claudio, as I saw long ago, it assuredly belongs .—and 
Claudio has, only a few speeches before, addressed Don Pedro in the 
same terms ; 

Sweet prince^ you learn me noble thankfulness.” 

In the next act the old copies assign two speeches to Zemiata wrongly, — 
one of them belonging to Antonio, see note (88), the other to Benedick, 
see note (91). 
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And, by that fatherly and kindly poAver 
That yoa have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leon, I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 

Hero, 0, God defend me ! how am I beset ! — 

What kind of catechising call you this ? 

Claud, To make you answer truly to your name. 

Hero, Is it not Hero ^ Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero , 

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ? 

How, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord 
D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. — Leonato 
I’m sorry you must hear : upon mine honour, 

Myself, my brother, and this grieved count 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber- window ; 

Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain, 

Confess’d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

L. John, Fie, fie 1 they are not to be nam’d, my loid, 

Hot to be spoke of ; 

There is not chastity enough in language, 

Without offence to utter them, — Thus, pretty lady 
I’m sorry for thy much misgovernment. 

Claud. 0 Hero, what a Hero hadst thou been, 

If half thy outward graces had been plac’d 
About the^®^^ thoughts and counsels of thy heart! 

But fare thee 'well, most foul, most fair 1 farewell, 
lliou pure impiety and impious purity ! 

For thee I’ll lock up all the gates of love, 

And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang. 

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 

And never shall it more be gracious. 

(^) the] The old eds. have “thy” (a mistake arising from the occur- 
rence of “thy” both in the preceding and in the present line) 
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Zeon. Hath no man’s dagger here a point for me ? 

[Hero swoons. 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin ! wherefore sink you down ? 
D. John. Come, let us go. These things, come thus to light, 
Smother her spirits up. 

IBxeunt Bon PedrOy Bon John, Olandio, and Attendants. 
Bene. How doth the lady ? 

Beat. Dead, I think: — help, uncle: — 

Hero ! why, Hero 1 — ^uncle ! — Signior Benedick ^ — friar 1 
Leon. 0 Fate, take not away thy heavy hand 1 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame 
That may be wish’d for. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero I 

F. Fran. Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up ^ 

F. Fran. Yea, wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ! Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ? — 

Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes : 

For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die, 

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames, 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 

Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but one ? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame 
0, one too much by thee 1 Why had I one ? 

Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 

Why had I not mth charitable hand 
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates, 

Whc^ smirched thus and mir’d with infamy, 

I might have said, Ho part of it is mine ; 

This shame derives itself from unknown loins ” ? 

But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais’d, 

And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much 
That I myself was to myseK not mine, 

Valuing of her ; why, she — 0, she is falx n 


nature^ $ frame f] Hanmer printed “ nature^ $ hand ; ” and Mr. 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads ^‘nature's frown.” 
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Into a pit of ink, that tlie wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again, 

And salt too little which may season give 
To her foul-tainted flesh 

Bene, Sir, sir, he patient. 

For my part, I am so attir’d in wonder, 

I know not what to say. 

Beat 0, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ^ 

Beat No, truly, not ; although, until last night, 

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfSdow. 

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! 0, that is stronger made 
Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron ! 

Would the two princes lie? and Claudio be, 

Who lov’d her so, that, spealdng nf her foulness. 

Wash’d it with tears ? Hence from her ! let her die. 

F. Fmn. Hear me a little ; 

For I have only silent been^^®^ so long. 

And given way unto this course of fortune, 

By noting of the lady : I have mark’d 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 

(®®) And salt too little which may season give 
To her fovl-tainted flesh I] 

For **her fouUtamted flesh^^ Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes 
her Bool-tainted flesh , — which (like his substitution of “ soul-^pwre ” for 
sole-pure^^ in Troilus and Gressida, b.qX i. sc 3) can only be regarded 
as an ingenious attempt to improve the language of Shakespeare, — or, 
m other words, as a piece of mere impertinence. — Be it observed that 
Leonato,whonow uses the expression fouttuinted flesh,” presently 
gocT^onio^y, 

‘nv 951 drth@--twa princes lie t and Claudio lie, 

Who loVd her so, peaking of heT foulness, 

W’ash’d it with tears ? ” ~ 

With ^^fouttainted” we may compare author’s 

Lucrm; 

The remedy indeed to do me good, 

Is to let forth iny fouUdefiUd blood.” 

and in Peele’s Edward L {Worh, \\ 588, ed. Dyce, 1861) ; 

« That I was hew’d vathfoutdeflUd hands,” &c. 

(°®) silent hen\ The old eds. have ‘‘been silent.”--.Mr. Grant White 
made the transposition. 

apparitions start} Tlie old eds. have “ apparitions to startT 
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Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
III angel whiteness heat away those blushes ; 

And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire, 

To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool ; 

Trust not my reading nor my observation/^^^ 

Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book trust not my age, 

My reverend callmgd^®^ nor divinity, 

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some blighting error.^®^^ 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be. 

Thou sea’st that all the grace that she hath left 
Is that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of peijury ; she not denies it : 

Why seek’st thou, then, to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 

F, Fran Lady, wdiat man is he you are accus’d of ? 

Hero. They know that do accuse me ; I know none : 

If I know more of any man alive 

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 

Let all my sins lack mercy ^ — 0 my father, 

Prove you that any man with me convers’d 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 

Eefuse me, hate me, torture me to death ! 

F. Fran. There is some strange misprision in the princes. 
Bene. Two of irhem have the very bent of honour ; 

And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 

The^ practice of it lies in John the bastard, 

Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies. 

olsewation^ The old edfs. have ‘‘ obseruations.” 

looh ;] ‘ Books ’ ? ” Walker’s Grit, Exam,, &c,, vol. i. p. 

263. 

reverend calling,'] So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — The old eds. 
have reuerence, calhngJ^ 

blighting error.] So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — The old eds. 
biting errorJ'^ 

(62) 'practice of it lies in John the bastard,] The old eds. have The 
practise of d hues inf &c. — On Lie and live confounded’^ see Walker’s 
Grit Exam., &c., vol. ii. p. 210. 
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Leon, I know not. If they speak but truth of her, 

These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour, 

The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 

ISTor age so eat up my invention, 

Not fortune made such havoc of my means, 
hTor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 

But they shall find, awak'd in such a cause, 

Both strength of limb and policy of mmd/^^^ 

Ability in means and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

F, Fran. Pause awhile, 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 

Your daughter here the princes left for dead : 

Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 

And publish it that she is dead indeed ; 

Maintain a mourning ostentation, 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon. What shall become of this ? what will this do ? 

F, Fran. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; — that is some good : 

But not for that dream I on this strange course, 

But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 

Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 

Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus’d 
Of every hearer : for it so falls out, 

But they shill find, awaldd in such a cause, 

Both strength of hmh and policy of rmnd,"] 

Tbe old eds. have 

« amakte in such a kind, 

Both strength^ <&c. — 

This [‘kind’ forming a rhyme with ‘mind’], in the midst of blank 
verse, is inadmissible ; to say nothing of the sense. Perhaps Shake- 
speaxe wrote ‘ in such a caimJ ” Walker’s Grit. Bmm., &c., vol. ii. p. 
1 66,— Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector also substitutes “ca«se”for “kind.” — 
The occurrence of “find” and “miwd” in this passage probably occa- 
sioned the corruption “kind.” 
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That what we have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack’d and lost. 

Why, then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. So wiU it fare with Claudio : 

When he shall hear she died upon his words, 

Th’ idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparelFd in more precious hobit, 

More moving-delicate and full of life, 

Into the §ye and prospect of his soul, 

Than whr^n she liv’d indeed ; then shall he mourn 
(If ever love had interest in his liver), 

And wish he had not so accusM her, — 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likehhood. 

But if all aim but this be ieveU’d false, 

The supposition of the lady’s death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And if it sort not well, you may conceal hei 
(As best befits her wounded reputation) 

In some reclusive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you : 

And though you know my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, J)y mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Zeon. Being that I flow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

F. Fran. ’Tis well consented : presently away ; 

For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. — 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding-day 

Perhaps is but prolong’d : have patience and endure. 

[Feeunt Friar Francis, Hero, aM Leojiato. 

T 
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Bene, Lady Beatrice, have yon wept all this while ? 

Beat Tea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. I will not desire that. 

Beat You have no reason ; I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely I do believe your fair cousin is wronged. 

Beat Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that 
would right her ! 

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beat A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man do it ? 

Beat It is a man’s office, but not yoirrs. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as you : is 
not that strange ? 

o ^ ^ 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not. It were as 
possible for me to say I loved nothing so well as you : but 
believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; I confess nothing, nor I 
deny nothing. — I am sorry for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

Beat Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I wiU swear by it that you love me ; and I will 
make him eat it that says I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it. I protest 
I love thee. 

Beat Why, then, God forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have stayed me in a happy hour : I was about 
to protest I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat I love you with so* much of my heart, that none is 
left to protest. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat KiU Claudio. 

Bene. Ha 1 not for the wide world. 

Beat You kill me to deny it, FareweU. 

B&ne. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat I am gone, though I am here : — there is no love in 
you ; — nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 
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Beal. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We’ll be friends first. 

Beat. Yon dare easier be friends with me than fight with 
mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hatii 
slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman ? — 0 that I 
were a man 1 — What, bear her in hand until they come to 
take hands; and then, with public accusation, uncovered 
slander, unmitigated rancour, — 0 God, that I were a man ! 
I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice, — 

Beat ^alk with a man out at a window 1 — a proper saying ! 

Bene, Kay, but, Beatrice, — 

Beat. Sweet Hero! — she is wronged, she is slandered, 
she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

Beat. Princes and counties 1 Surely, a princely testimony, 
a goodly count, count confect ; a sweet gallant, surely 1 0 

that I were a man for his sake ! or that I had any friend 
would be a man for my sake ! But manhood is melted into 
courtesies, valour into compliment, and men are only turned 
into tongue, and trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Hei - 
cules that only tells a lie, and swears it. — I cannot be a man 
with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice. By this hand, I love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than swearing 
by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the Count Claudio hath 
wronged Hero ? 

Biat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged ; I will challenge him. I 
will kiss your hand, and so leave you. By this hand, Claudio 
shall render me a dear account. As you hear of me, so think 
of me. Go, comfort your comsin : I must say she is dead : 
and so, farewell. IBimunt 
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Scene II. A prison. 

Enter Dogbebry, Yerges, and Sexton, in gowns ; and the 
Watch, with Conrade and Boraohio. 

Dog. Is our whole dissembly appeared ^ 

Verg. 0, a stool and a cushion for the sexton. 

Sex. Which be the malefactors ? 

Dog. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg. hTay, that’s certain; we have ^ the exhibition to 
examine. 

Sex . But which are the offenders that are to be ex^amined ? 
let them come before master constable. 

Dog, Yea, marry, let them come before me. — What is- 
your name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. 

Dog. Pray, write down — Borachio — Yours, sirrah ? 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade. 

Dog. Write down — ^master gentleman Conrade. — Masters,, 
do you serve God ? 

Con. } , 

Bora S hope. 

Dog. Write down — that they hope they serve God: — 
and write God first; for God defend but God should go- 
before such villains ! — Masters, it is proved already that 
you are little better than false knaves ; and it will go near 
to be thought so shortly. How answer you for yourselves ? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dog. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ; but I 
will go about with him. — Come you hither, siirah : a word 
in your ear, sir ; I say to you, it is thought you are false 
knaves. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you we are none. 

Dog. Well, stand aside. — Tore God, they are both in a 
tale. Have you writ down — ^that they are none ? 

Sex. Master constable, you go not the way to examine : 
you must call forth the watch that are their accusers. 

Dog. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way. — Let the watch 
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come forth. — Masters, I charge you, in the prince’s name, 
accuse these men. 

First Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John, the 
prince’s brother, was a villain. 

Bog. Write down — Prince John a villain. — Why, this 
is flat perjury, to call a prince’s brother villain. 

Bora. Master constable, — 

' Dog, Pray thee, fellow, peace: I do not like thy look, 
I promise thee. 

Sex. What hear^you him say else? 

Sec. Watch. Marry, that he had received a thousand 
ducats o&.Don J ohn for accusing the Lady Hero wrongfully. 
Bog. ^'lat burglary as ever was committed. 

Ve7g. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 

Sex. What else, fellow ? 

First Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon 
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, and 
not marry her. 

Bog. 0 villain ! thou wilt be condemned into everlasting 
redemption for this. 

Sex. What else ? 

Sec. Watch. This is all. 

Sex. And this is more, masters, than you can deny. 
Prince John is this morning secretly stolen away; Hero 
was in this manner accused, in this very manner refused, 
and upon the grief of this suddenly died. — Master Con- 
stable, let these men be bound, and brought to Leonato’s: 
I will go before ^nd show him their examination. 

Bog. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Vkrg. Let them be in the hands — 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! 

Bog. God’s my where’s the sexton ? let him write 

(^) Dog. Oo'mej let them be opimoned. 

Verg. Let them he in the hands — 

Con. Off. coxcomb ! 

Dog. Oodis my life, &c.] 

The old eds. have 

• 

Constable. Gome, let them he opimond. 

Coule) [the folio Sex.^^]. ZU them be in the hands of Coxcomhe. 
^Kemp. Gods my lifef &c. 
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down — tlie prince’s ofi&cer, coxcomb. — Come, bind them. — 
Thou naughty varlet ! 

Con, Away you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dog. Dost thou not suspect my place? dost thou not 
suspect my years ? — 0 that he were here to write me down 
an ass 1 — but, masters, remember that I am an ass ; though 
it be not written down, yet forget not that I am an ass. — 
ISTo, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved 
upon thee by good witness. I am a wise fellow; and„ 
which is more, an officer ; and, which is more, a householder ; 
and, which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any in 
Messina ; and one that knows the law, go to ; and a rich 
fellow enough, go to i and a fellow that hath had losses 
and one that hath two gowns, and every thing handsome 
about him. — Bring him away. — 0 that I had been writ 
down an ass ! \Exeimt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Before Leonato’s ho'iise. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Ant If you go on thus, you will kill yourself ; 

And Tis not wisdom thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy comisel, 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : give not me counsel ; 

ISTor let no comforter delight mine ear 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 

Bring me a father that so lov’d his child, 

Whose joy of her is overwhelm’d lilce mine, 

And bid him speak to me of patience 

Con. Away ! &c.] The old eds. by mistake assign this speech to 
** Coulev (the actor who played Verges). t. 

toes;] Mr. Collier^s Ms. Corrector substitutes ‘‘leases.” 

(^) And bid him speak to me of patience;} So Hauiner, Ritson,, 
Walker, and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector.— The old eds. omit “ to me.” 
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Measure liis woe the length and breadth of niine, 

And let it answer every strain for strain. 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard, 

Bid sorrow wag, cry “ hem '' when he should groan/''®^ 

Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk 
With candle- wasters, — bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man : for, brother, men 
Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief 
Which litiey themselves not feel ; but, tasting it, 

Their ci^unsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 

Charm ache with air, and agony with words : 

No, no ; Tis ail men’s office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 

But no man’s virtue nor sufficiency 

To be so moral when he shall endure 

The like himself. Therefore give me no counsel • 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Zeon. I pray thee, peace, — I will be fiesli and blood ; 

For there was never yet philosopher 
That could endure the toothache patiently, 

However they have writ the style of gods, 

And made a push at chance and sufferance. 

Anf. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself , 

M^e those that do offend you suffer too 

Zeon. There thou speak’st reason: nay, I wiU do so. 

My soul doth tell me Hero is belied ; 


Bid sorrow wag^ erg rclim he sJwidd groan, J The old eds. 

have “ And sorrow, wagge” &c. — I adopt CapelFs emendation, which is 
incomparably the best yet proposed, and, I think, not to be objected to 
because the woid “ Ud'^ occurs in the seventh line above. — Johnson, by 
a violent transposition, reads “Cry — sorrow, wag ! and hm when he should 
Walkd!: {Grit. Exam., &c , vol. 1. p. 307) proposes “Say, smrow, 
wag,^^ &c . — ^That tbe words wag ” are uncorrupted, and equivalent 

to “ sorrow gone,” I feel quite confident 
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And that shall Claudio know ; so shall the prince, 

And all of them that thus dishonour her. 

Ant Here come the prince and Claudio hastily. 

B 7 iter Don Pbdeo and Claudio. 

JD. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

- Claud. Good day to both of you, 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — > 

B. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord! — well, fere you well, my 
lord : — 

Are you so hasty now ? — well, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old^man. 
Ant If he could right himself with quarrelling, 

Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ^ 

Leon. Who 

Marry, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembler, thou 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword ; 

I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand, 

If it should give your age such cause of fear ; 

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man ; never fleer and jest at me : 

I speak not like a dotard nor a fool, 

As, under privilege of age, to brag 

What I have done, being young, or what would do, 

Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy hffad, 

Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child and me, 

That I am forc’d to lay my reverence by, 

And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days, 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart, 

And she lies buried with her ancestors, — 

O, in a tomb where never scandal slept, 

Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villany ! 

(®®) Too .q Added by Walker {firit Exam,^ &c., vol. ii. p. 145). 
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Claud. My villany ! 

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say. 

B. Fedro. You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 

111 prove it on his body, if he dare, 

Despite his nice fence and his active practice, 

His May of youth and bloom of lustihood. 

Claud. Away ! I will not have to do with you, 

Leon. Canst thou so daff me ? Thou hast kill'd my child : 
If thou killst me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed 
But that^ no matter ; let him kill one first ; — 

Win me'^'and wear me, — let him answer me. — 

Come, follow me, boy ; come, sir boy, follow me : 

Sir boy, 111 whip you from your foining fence ; 

Hay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself, God knows I lov’d my niece ; 
And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains, 

That dare as well answer a man mdeed^^^^ 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue ; 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops! — 

Leon. Brother Ant< my, — 

Ant. Hold you content. What, man ! I know them, yea, 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple, — 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-monging boys, 


come^ sir bo^,fbUou me ;] The old edt?. have mm sir hoy^ come 

follow 

(^ 1 ) That dare as well answer a man indeed^ Point [with the old 

eds.] answer a man indeed,’ i,e. one who is indeed a man. See 

the whole context. And so nnderbtand ^ cached' in Hamlet^ in 4 ; 

‘ A coiriMnation and a form indeed, 

Where every god did seem to set his seal,’ &c.” 

Walker’s Cnt. Exam , &c , vol. iii. p. 32. 

(^2) fasliion-mongingl So tlie qiiaito and the first loho. — The other 
folios ‘have ^Yas/^ion-niongring.'’ — In my Few Notes^ &c., p. 46 , 1 cited 
^^monej-monging” from Wilson’s CoUers ProiEesie, I 594 J and Mr. 
Axrowsmith gives three other examples of the word, observing that 
“ ^ monging ’ is th<? present participle regularly inflected from the Anglo- 
Saxon verb ‘mangian,’ to traffick.” Shakespeare s Editors a 7 id Oonmem 
iatoTS^ p. 34. 
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That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave, and slander, 

Go anticly, show outward hideousness, 

And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst ; 

And this is all. 

Zeon. But, brother Anthony, — 

Ant Come, 'tis no matter : 

Do not you meddle ; let me deal in this. 

D, Pedro, Gentlemen both, we will not wake your 
patience. 

My heart is sorry for your daughter's death : 

But, on my honour, she was charg’d with nothing 
But what was true, and very lull of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, — 

D, Pedro. ^ I will not hear you. 

Zeon. Ho ? — 

Come, brother, away. — I will be heard. 

Ant And shall, 

Or some of us will smart for’t.' [Pxeunt Zeonato and Antonio. 
D, Pedro. See, see ; here comes the man we went to seek. 

Enter Bekediok, 

Clavd. How, signior, what news ? 

Pene. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : you are almost come to part 
almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses snapped 
off with two old men without teeth. 

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother. What thinkest thou ? 
Had we fought, I doubt we should have been too young for 
them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true ^valour. I came 
to seek you both. 

Cla%id. We have been up and down to seek thee ; for we 

(*^) $k<yw\ The old eds. have “and show,^^ 

w(xki\ A suspicious lection, though defended by several com- 
iiientatoTs.— Ilanmer altered it to “ rack.” 

(‘®) almost] “This second ahmst appears like a casual insertion of 
till* compositor.” Steevexs. 
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are higli-proof melanclioly, and would fain have it beaten 
away. Wilt thou use thy wit 

Bene. It is in my scabbard : shall I draw it ^ 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Gland. Never any did so, though very many have been 
beside their wit. — I will bid thee draw, as we do the min- 
strels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

B. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale, — Art 
thou sick, or angry ? 

Gland. What, courage, man ! What though care killed 
a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an you 
charge it against me. I pray you choose another subject. 

Gland. Nay, then, give him another staff: this last was 
broke cross. 

B. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more: I 
think he be angry indeed. 

Gland. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

Claud. God bless me from a challenge I 

Bene. You are a villain; — I jest not: — I will make it 
good how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare. 
— Do me right, or I will protest your cowardice. You 
have killed a sweet lady, and her death shall fall heavy on 
you. Let me hear from you. 

Gland. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good cheer. 

B. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Claud. I’f aith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a calf 's- 
head and a capon; the which if I do not carve most 
curiously, say my knife's naught. — Shall I not find a wood- 
cock too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

B. Bedro. Ill tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit the 
other day. I said, thou hadst a fine wit : “ True," say she, 
a fine little one ” No," said I, “ a great wit : ” Eight," 
says she, great gross one." ^‘Nay," said I, ^^a good 
wit:" ‘‘Just," said she, “it hurts nobody" “Nay," said 
I, “ the gentleman is wise : ” “ Certain," said she, “ a wise 
gentleman ” “ Nay," said I, “ he hath the tongues : " 
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That I believe/' said she, for he swore a thing to me on 
Monday night, which he forswore on Tuesday morning; 
there’s a double tongue; there’s two tongues.” Thus did 
she, an hour together, trans-shape thy particular virtues : 
yet at last she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the pro- 
perest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and said she 
cared not. 

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all that, an if 
she did not hate him deadly, she would love him dearly : — 
the old man’s daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all ; and, moreover, God saw him whCa he 
■was hid in the garden. 

JD. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bull’s horns 
on the sensible Benedick’s head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, '' Here dwells Benedick, 
the married man ” ? 

Bene. Fare you well, boy : you know my mind. I will 
leave you now to your gossip-like humour : you break jests 
as braggarts do their*” blades, which, God be thanked, hurt 
not. — My lord, for your many courtesies I thank you : I 
must discontinue your company : your brother the bastard 
IS fled from Messina : you have among you killed a sweet 
and innocent lady: For my Lord Lackbeard there, he and 
I shall meet : and till then peace be with him. {Exit 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and, I’ll warrant you, 
for the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee ? 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

B. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is when he goes in 
his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit ! 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is an 
ape a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let me be : pluck up, my heart, 
and be sad Did he not say, my brother was fled ? 

^ P) let >me he : pluck up, my heart, md he sad /] This can hardly be 
light ; nor is the alteration, “ hi he : pluck niiich more satisfactory, 

Mr, Staunton says; “It may be suspected that the poet ■wrote ‘let 
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Bute?' Dogbbery, Verges, and ihe Watcli, uith Conrade 
and Bobachio. 

Dog, Come, you, sir: if justice cannot tame you, slie 
shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her balance nay, an 
you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro, How now ! two of my brother's men bound I 
Borachio one ! 

Gland. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

D, Pedro. Of&ceri^ what offence have these men done ^ 

Dog. Marry, sir, they have committed false report ; more- 
over, have spoken untruths; secondarily, they are 

slanders sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady ; 
thirdly, they have verified unjust tilings ; and, to conclude, 
they are lying knaves. 

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have done ; thirdly, 
I ask thee what's their offence ; sixth and lastly, why they are 
committed ; and, to conclude, what you lay to their charge. 

Claud. Eightly reasoned, and in his own division ; and, 
by my troth, there's one meaning well suited. 

D. Pedro, Who have you offended, masters, that you are 
thus bound to your answer? this learned constable is too 
cunning to be understood : what's your offence ? 

Bora, Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine answer : 
do you hear me, and let this count kill me. I have deceived 
even your very eyes : what your wisdoms could not discover, 
these shallow fools have brought to light ; who, in the night, 
overheard me confessing to tins man, how Don John your 
brother incensed me to slander the Lady Hero ; how you were 
brought into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret m 
Hero's garments ; how you disgraced her, when you should 


Biti pluck up my heart/ &c., the meaning being, rouse my spirits to 
serious business,” 

(^0 'kf cannot tarne you, she shall ne^er toeigh more reasons in her 
halance:\ ‘‘Would not the natural way of expressing the thought be 

< she shall ne’er more weigh reasons/ &c. ” IrYalker’s Gr%t. Mxam., 

&c., vol. ii. p. 248. But it is dangerous to meddle with the language 
of Dogbeny. 

(^s) slamlei's ;] Walker {Grit. Bxam., &c , vol. ii. p. 200) would read 
“ slanderers.” 
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marry her : my villany they have upon record ; which I had 
rather seal with my death than repeat over to my shame. 
The lady is dead upon mine and my master's false accusa- 
tion; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the reward of a 
villain. 

D. Pedro. Euns not this speech like iron through your 
blood ? 

Olaud. I have drunk poison whiles he utter'd it. 
i). Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

B. Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd "of treachery : — 
And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero 1 now thy image doth appear? 

In the rare semblance that I lov'd it first. 

Dog. Gome, bring away the plaintiffs : by this time our 
sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of the matter : and, 
masters, do not forget to specify, when time and place shall 
serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master Signior Leonato, and the 
sexton too. 


Re-enter Lboxato and Antonio, with the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? let me see his eyes, 

That, when I note another man like him, 

I may avoid him : which of these is he ? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on me. 
Leon. Art thou the slave that with thy^ breath hast kill'd 
Mine innocent child ? 

Bora. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. Ho, not so, villain ; thou beliest thyself : 

Here stand a pair of honourable men, 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it. — 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death : 

Eecord it with your high and worthy deeds ; 

'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Qlattd. I know not how to pray your patience ; 

Yet I must speak. Choose your revenge yourself j 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
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Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn’d I not 
But in mistaking. 

D. Fedro. By my soul, nor I : 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he’ll enjoin me to. 

Zeon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live,— 

That were impossible : but, I pray you both, 

Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died ; and if your love 
Can labour aught ii!t sad invention, 

Hang^er an epitaph upon her tomb, 

And su^ it to her bones, — sing it to-night : — 

To-morrow morning come you to my house ; 

And since you could not be my son-in-law. 

Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 

Almost the copy of my child that’s dead, 

And she alone is heir to both of us : 

Give her the right you should have given her cousin. 

And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. 0 noble sir, 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me 1 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow, then, I will expect your coming ; 
To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who I believe was pack’d in all this wrong, 

Hir’d to it by your brother. 

Bora. Ho, by my soul, she was not ; 

Hor^knew not what she did when she spoke to me ; 

But always hath been just and virtuous 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Bog. Moreover, sir (which indeed is not under white and 
black), this plaintiff here, the offender, did call me ass : I 
beseech you, let it be remembered in his punishment. And 
also, the watch heard them talk of one Deformed : they say 
he wears a kejt in his ear, and a lock ^hanging by it; and 
borrows money in God’s name, — ^the which he hath used so 
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long and never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and 
will lend nothing for God's sake : pray you, examine him 
upon that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Doff. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and re^ 
verend youth ; and I praise God for you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. 

Dog. God save the foundation ! 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I thank 
thee. 

Dog I leave an arrant knave with your worship ; which 
I beseech your worship to correct yourself, for the ^ejample 
of others. God keep your worship! I wish your^Vorship 
well ; God restore you to health ’ I humbly give you leave 
to depart; and if a merry meeting may be wished, God 
prohibit il 1 — Come, neighbour. 

\Eoic%nt Dogberry, Verges, and Watch. 
Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant. Farewell, my lords : we look for you to-morrow. 

D. Pedro. We will not fail. 

Claud. To-night 111 mourn with Hero. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro and Claudio. 
Leon. Bring you these fellows on. Well talk with Mar- 
garet 

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 

[ExeimL 


Scene 1 1. Leonato’s garden. 

Enter, severally. Benedick and jMargaret 

Eene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, deserve well 
at my hands by helping me to the speech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you, then, write me a sonnet in praise of my 
beauty ^ 

Sene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man living 
shall come over it; for, in most comely t?uth, thou de- 
servest it 
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Marg, To have no man come over me ! why, snail I 
always keep below stairs ^ 

Bene, Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's mouth, — 
it catches. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which hit, 
but hurt not. 

Bene, A most manly wit, Margaret ; it will not hurt a 
woman : and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice : I give thee the 
bucklers. 

Marg, Give us the sw^ords ; we have bucklers of our own. 

Bene. If you use thorn, Margaret, you must put in the 
pikes "vr^h a vice ; and they are dangerous weapons for maids. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, ^vho I think hath 
legs. 

Bene. And therefore will coma [Unt Margaret 

The god of love,* [Singing, 

That sits above, 

And knows me, and knows me, 

How pitiful I deserve, — 

I mean in singing ; but in loving, — Leander the good swim- 
mer, Troilus the first employer of panders, and a whole book- 
full of these quondam carpet-mongers, whose names yet run 
smoothly in the even road of a blank verse, — ^why, they were 
never so truly turned over and over as my poor self in love. 
Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have tried : I can find 
out no rhyme to lady ” but baby,” — an innocent rhyme ; 
for scorn,” hofn,” — a hard rhyme ; for school,” “ fool,” 
— a babbling rhyme ; very ominous endings : no, I was not 
bor» under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in festival 
terms. 

f®*) keep helom stairs f\ Altered by Theobald to ^^ke&p above stairs 
— Stee^^ens conjectured ^^keep men helow stavrsV^ 

* The god of love, &c.] “ This was the beginniiig of an old song, by 
W, E. (William Elderton), a puritanical parody of which, by one W, Birch, 
under the title of The Complaint of a Simmer, dx. Imprinted at London^ hy 
Alexander Richard Apple w, is still extant. The words in this 

moralised copy are as follows : 

* The God of love, that sits above, 

Doth know us, doth know us, 

How sinful that we be.’ ” 

von^iL 


Bitson. 

K 
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JEnte 7 ^ Beatbiob. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee ? 

Beat, Yea, signior, and depart when yon bid me. 

Bene, 0, stay but tdl then ! 

Beat, Then ” is spoken ; fare yon well now : — and yet, 
ere I go, let me go with that I came which is, with 

knowing what hath passed between yon and Clandio. 

Bene. Only fonl words ; and therenpon I will kiss thee. 

Beat, Fonl words is bnt fonl wind, and fonl wind is but 
fonl breath, and fonl breath is noisome ; therefore Jr will 
depart nnkissed. 

Bern. Thon hast frighted the word ont of his right sense, 
so forcible is thy wit. Bnt I must tell thee plainly, Clandio 
undergoes my challenge ; and either I mnst shortly hear from 
him, or I will subscribe him a coward. And, I pray thee 
now, tell me. fur which of my bad parts didst thou first fall 
in love with me ? 

Beat. For them all together ; which maintained so politic 
a state of evil, that they wiE not admit any good part to in- 
termingle with them. Bnt for which of my good parts did 
you first suffer love for me ? 

Be'M, Suffer love, — a good epithet ! I do suffer love in- 
deed, for I love thee against my wiE. 

Beat, In spite of your heart, I think ; alas, poor heart I 
If you spite it for my sake, I wiU spite it for yours ; for I wiE 
never love that which my friend hates. 

Bene, Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat It appears not in this confession : there's not one 
wise man among twenty that wiE praise himself. 

(80) for B A modem addition. — The Cambridge Editors print, with 
the old eds., 

with that I mmej wlmh &c. 5 

and they observe in a note, The same construction, the non-re- 
petition of the preposition, is found in Marston’s Farnie, act i. sc. 2 (voL 
li. p. 34, ed. Halliwell), ‘With the same stratagem we still are caught.’^* 
— Mt, W, H. Lettsom says, “ If, according to the Gambridge Editors, 
‘ the construction be the same/ Beatrice must be understood as saying, 
‘let me go with that I came which would amount to an entreaty 

to Benedick to let her go without being either robbed or ravished.” 
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Claud, breads from a scroll] 

Done to death by slanderous tongues 
Was the Hero that here lies : 

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 

Gives her fame which never dies. 

So the life that died with shame 
Lives in death with glorious fame.’’ 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, [Fixing up the scroll 
Praising her when I am dumb. — ^ 

How, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 

Song. 

Pardon, goddess of the night, 

Those that slew thy virgin knight 
Por the which, with songs of woe, 

Bound about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan ; 

Help us to sigh and groan, 

Heavily, heavily : 

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead, 

Till death be uttered, 

Heavily, heavily. 


(p) Pardon, goddess of the night, 

Those that slew thy virgin hnight/] 

Here Mr, Collier’s Ms, Corrector alters virgin hnight to virgin 
bright,” very improperly. I may observe that we have already had 
^hiighP^ used as a rhyme to ^'hiighV' in The Mmry Wives of Windsor, 
act ii. sc. I, 

( 83 ) Graves, yawn, and yield your dead, 

Till death he uttered, 

Heavily, heavily.] 

So the quarto. — The folio has Heauenly, heauenly,” which is adopted 
by Mr. Knight, Mr. Staunton, and Mr. Grant White,— -the last-men- 
tiom^d editor writing as follows ; “ The quarto has, by a misprint which 
may almost be caUed obvious, heavily, heavily the mistake being 
ca^^ed by a sumosition that this Ime was meant for a repetition of the 
third above. This reading, however, although destructive of the hue 
senne that death is to be uttered {i.e. expelled, outer-ed) by the power 
of Heaven, and mdeed of all sense whatever, has yet been adopted by 
most modem editors j and it is advocated by Mr. I)y,s;e, because ‘ it goes 
so heavily with my disposition’ {Hamlet s.Qt ii sc. 2) is misprinted, 
goes BO heavenly/ due., in the folio ! ” To the preceding remarks of my 
living fuend Mr. Grant White I must now oppose those of my dead 
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Now, unto thy bones good night ! — 

Yearly will I do this nte. 

I?. Pedro. Good morrow, masters ; put your torches out : 

The wolves have prey’d ; and look, the gentle day, 

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 

Thanks to you all, and leave us : fare you well 

Claud. Good morrow, masters : each his several way. 

D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds ; 

And then to Lopnato’s we will go. 

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue speed 

TtAn this for whom we render’d up tins woe 1 [Ercetmt 

friend Sidney Walker ; ‘‘The folio, Knight, and (I think) Collier [no], 
read ‘ Heavenly, ’heavenly ; ' a most absurd error, generated (wif mm) by 
tile corruption of an uncommon word to a common one. So Hamlet, 
11. 2, — ‘it goes so heavily with my disposition/ — the folio has ^heavenl//;* 
as Dyce nas also noticed, Remarks. My note, however, was suggested 
by the sense of the passage. . . . With regaid to the words, ‘ Graves, 
ya\\m/ &c., I know not why we should consider them as any thin^^^ more 
than an invocation — after the usual manner of funeral dirges in that 
age, in which mourners of some description or other are summoned to 
th.e funeral — a call, I say, upon the siirruundmg dead to come forth 
from their graves, as auditors or sharers in the solemn lamentation. 

‘ Uttered^ expressed, commemorated m song. , . . The explanation of 
‘ uttered,^ as signifying ‘ omted,^ is one of the many unfortunate exhi- 
bitions of half-learning to which our poet has given occasion,” Cnt. 
Exam., &, vol. iii. p. 33. 

Claud.] The old eds. have “ Zo.” (i.e. Lord). 

(^) Gome, let m hence, and fut on other weeds ; 


And Qymen now with luckier issue spued ’s] 

Here the old eds have “ speeds but (unless we change weeds ^ 

to “weed” and speeds to “speed”) there seems to be no other course 
thait to follow the advice of Thirlby, who says j “ Claudio could not 
know, without being a prophet, that tins new proposed match should 
have any luckier event than that designed with Hero. Certainly, 
therefore, this should be a wish in Claudio ; and, to tins end, the pok 
might have wrote speedh, i.e. speed us: and so it becomes a prayer to 
Hymen.” — Malone objects to the contraction ^^speedh:^^ but compare 
“ Therefore to h seemeth it a neediui course,” &c. Lovds Lahowds LosU 
act ii. sc. I. 
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Scene IV. A room in Leonato’s house, 

Mkter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Bbateioe, Margaret, 
Ursula, Friar Francis, and Hero. 

F, Fran, Did I not tell you she was innocent ? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accus'd her 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 

But Margaret was in some fault for this, 

Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of aU the question. 

Ant. WeU, I am glad that all things sort so well- 
Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. WeU, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves. 

And when I send for you, come hither mask'd ; 

The prmce and Claud-o promis'd by this hour 

To visit me. — ^You know your office, brother : {Exeunt Ladies. 

You must be fatiier to your brother's daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. 

Ant Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 

Be7ie. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

F. Fran. To do what, signior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me ; one of them. — 

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 

Your niece legards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her : 'tis most true. 
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon. The sight whereof I think you had from me, 

From Claudio, and the prince : hut what's your will ? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 

But, for my will, my will is, your good-will 

C®) Margaret,] Some of the modern editors (more unforgiving 
than Leonato) exclude Margaret from the present assembly, though the 
old mark both her entrance here and her re-entrance afterwards 
with the other ladies. (In what is said of her at the commencement of 
the scene there is nothing which would lead us to suppose that the poet 
intended her to be absent) 
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May stand with onrs, this day to be conjoin’d 
I’ the state of honourable marriage : — 

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help, 

Leon, My heart is with your liking. 

F, Frcm, And my help.— 

Here come the prince and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pbdeo and Claudio, with Attendants. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow, Claudio ; 

We here attend you. Are you yet determin’d 
To-day"to marry with my brother’s daughter ? 

Claud. I’ll hold my mind, were she an Ethiop. 

Leon, Call her forth, brother ; here’s the friar ready. 

[Exit Antonio. 

B. Pedro. Good morrow. Benedick. Why, what’s the 
matter, 

That you have such a Eebruary face, 

So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think he thinks upon the savage bull. — 

Tush, fear not, man ; we’ll tip thy horns with gold, 

And aU Europa^®'^^ shaU rejoice at thee ; 

As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 

When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low; 

And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s cow, 

And got a calf ip. that same noble feat 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Claud. Eor this I owe you : here come other reckonings. 

B^mter Antonio, with the Ladies mashed. 

Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her.^^®^ 

And all E^^Topa] haye no doubt but that our author wrote 
^ And all our ” Steevens, — ^ who perhaps was not aware of the 

earlier alteration, And so all Europe.’' 

(^) Ant. This $mM is she^ and I do give you her.'] Here the old eds. 
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Claud, Why, then she’s mine. — Sweet, let me see yonr face. 
Leon. No, that yon shall not, till yon take her hand 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me yonr hand before this holy friar : 

I am yonr husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I liv’d, I was your other wife : 

[ UnmasJcing. 

And when you lov’d, yon were my other husband, 

Claud. Another Hero ! 

Hero. Nothing certaii^,r. 

One Hero died defil’d ; but I do live,^®®^ 

And surely as I live, I am a maid. 

B. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander liv’d. 

F. Fran. All this amazement can I qualify ; 

When after that the holy rites are ended. 

I’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death : 


have the prefix “ Leo. : which is at variance with the words of Leonato 
in the preceding page ; 

^^You know your 'office, brother : 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to young OlaudioJ^ 

Mr, Collier retains the prefix of the old copies, and observes, Though 
Antonio was formally to give away the lady at the altar, as her pre- 
tended father, Leonato may very properly interpose this observation.” 
But the line must be characterised as something more than an obser- 
vation nor does the ceremony at the altar '/om any forUon of the 
play. 

One Hero died defiVd; hut I do hve^ The word ^^defiVd^^ has 
dropt out from the folio, but is found in the quartet — “Now,” says Mr. 
Collier, “ it is most unlikely that Hero should herself tell Claudio that 
she had been 'defil’d and the word supplied by the Corrector of the 
folio, 1632, seems on aU accounts much preferable ; 

' One Hero died helied^ but I do live.’ 

Here we see the lady naturally denying her guilt, and attributing her 
<lt^ath to the slander thrown upon her. Shakespeare’s word must have 
boon belied f &c. In &e first place, there was no necessity that the lady 
bhuuld “deny lier guilt ” to one who had already a perfect conviction 
of her innocence and, in the second place, the word “ belied ” is objec- 
tionable because it makes the gentle Hero indirectly reproach the re- 
pentant ^audio, — “ The correctness of the old word is established by 
the remainder of Hero’s speech j 

' but I do live, 

And surely as I live. I am a Geaht Wuiib. 
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]\Ieantime let wonder seem familiar, 

.And to tlie chapel let ns presently. 

Bene, Soft and fair, friar. — Which is Beatrice ^ 

Beat. [unmasUm^'] I answer to that name. What is your 
will ^ 

Bene, Do not yon love me ^ 

Beat. Wliy, no ; no more than reason. 

Bene, Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and Claudio 
Have been deceived ; for they swore you did.^^*^^ 

Beat. Do not j%ii love me ? 

Bene. Troth, no ; no more than reason. 

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula 
Are much deceiv’d ; for they did swear you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me. 

Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead for me. 

Bene. Tis no such matter. — Then you do not love me ? 

Beat. Ho, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Been. Come, cousin, Fm sure you love the gentleman. 

Cland. And 111 be sworn upon’t that he loves her ; 

Bor here’s a paper, written in his hand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 

Bashion’d to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here’s another, 

Writ in my cousin’s hand, stol’n from her pocket, 

Containing her affection unto Benedick, 

Bene. A miracle ! here’s our own hands against our hearts. — 
Come, I win have thee ; but, by this light, I take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would* not deny you ; — but, by this good day, I 
yield upon great persuasion ; and partly to save your life, for 
I was told you were in a consumption 

Mene.^^^^ Peace 1 I will stop your mouth. [Kissing her. 

(^) Hme hee/i d^cewed; for they more you did.] Htie the word 
is wanting in the old eds. !dut, even with that addition, I do not 
believe that we have the line as it came fioin Shakespeare’s pen : the 
probability is, that he wrote (what Hanmer pnnted) 

“ Sam heri deemed; for they did swear you did 
which corresponds with what presently follows, 

Are nfach deceiv’d ; for they did swear yon did.*’ 

Bene,] The old eds. have “ Leon.” 
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D. Pedro, How dost thou, Benedick, the married man ? 

Bene, I'll teU thee what, prince ; a college of wit- crackers 
cannot flout me out of my humour. Dost thou thmk I care 
for a satire or an epigram he beaten 

with brains, he shall wear nothing handsome about him. In 
brief, since I do purpose to marry, I will think nothing to 
any purpose that the world can say against it ; and therefore 
never flout at me for what I have said against it ; for man 
is a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion.r^Dor thy part,, 
Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee ; ];)ut in that thou art 
lik e to be my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have denied Bea« 
trice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy single life, 
to make thee a double-dealer ; which, out of question, thou 
wilt be, if my cousin do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends. — Let's have a dance 
ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts and 
our wives' heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterward. 

Bene. First, of my word ; therefore play, music ! — Prince, 
thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife : there is no 
staff more reverend than one tipped with horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mm. My lord, your brother John is ta 'en in flight, 

And brought with arm^d men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow : I'll devise thee 
brave punishments for him. — Strike up, pipers ! [Dance. 

[Exeunt. 
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LOVE’S LABOUE’S LOST. 


Was unquestionabj^ -^vritten bj Shakespeare not long after be commenced 
cts a dramatist ; bnt its exact date is uncertain. The qnarto of 
jarliest editidb known) professes to give the play /I was 
\foTe her Highness this last Christmas. Newly corrected and aug~ 
dobert Tofte, m a poem called Alha, or the Months Mt^ide of a 
Lover, 159S, mentions it m terms which indicate that a consider- 
ad elapsed since he saw it acted , 

Love’s Labour Lost ! I once did see a play 
Ycleped so, so called to my paine, 

Which I to heare to my small joy did stay, 

Giving attendance on my froward dame,” &c. — 

rom which Shakespeare derived the incidents of this comedy, has 
^ered : bnt Mr. Hunter {New Illust. of Shakespeare, i. 256) has 
. a passage in Monsti’elet’s Chronicles, which appeals to show that 
I tale had an admixture of historic truth : “ Chailes King of 
ne to Paris to wait on the King. He negociated so successfully 
ing and Privy Council, that he obtained a gift of the castle of 
nth some of its dependent castle-wicks, which territory was made 
He instantly did homage for it, and at the same time suriendered 
g the castle of Cherhurgh, the county of Evreux, and all other 
e possessed within the kingdom of Prance, renouncing all claims 
them to the King and to his successors, on condition that with 
>f Hemours the King of France engaged to pay him two hundred 
old crowns of the coin of the King our lordf Johnes’s trans., 
Compare the speech of the King in act ii. sc. i ; 

Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 

Being lyat the one-half of an entire sum 
Disbursed by my father in his wars.” 
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If you are arm’d to do as sworn to do, 

Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too.^^ 

Zonff. I am resolv’d; ’tis but a three years’ fast : 

The mind shall banq_uet, though the body pine : 

Fat paunches have lean pates ; and damty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt q.uite the wits. 

Zum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 

The grosser manner of these world’s delight^ 

He throws upon the gross world’s baser A'>Wes : 

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pjne and die ; 

With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron. I can but say their protestation over ; 

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn. 

That is, to live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances : 

As, not to see a woman in that term, 

Which I hope well is not enroUM there ; 

And one day m a week to touch no food. 

And but one meal on every fiay beside, 

The which I hope is not enroll^ there ; 

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 

And not be seen to wink of all the day 
(When I was wont to think no harm all night. 

And make a dark night too of half the day), — 


0 Suisa-ibe to your deep oaths, and Imp it «oo.] The editor of the 

second folio printed “ and keepe them too .” — The modern altera- 

tion, ■ oath, and keep it too” vvas made without regard to the line 
a little above, 


*• Your oaths are pass’d ; and now subsoribe your names,” 

wMch shows plainly that here Shakespeare wrote “ oaths.” — Oapell 
(who follows the old eds.) ^ys, « the substantive understood is — sub- 
boription, what you subserve.” iyote, &c., vol. I P. ii. p. igo.-Com- 
pare, in The First Part of King Aenry VI. act i. sc. i, 

“ Exe. Eemember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn, 


Bed. I do remembert," . 
and in The Third Part of King Benry VI. act iii. sc. 2 , 

“ Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant U, then : 
on which passages see notes. 
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Wliicli I hope well is not enrolled there : 

0, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep, — 

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep ! 

King. Your oath is pass’d to ^ ass away from these 
Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please : 

I only swore to study with your grace, 

And stay here in your court for three years’ space 
Long. You swore to that, Biroii, and to the rest. 

Biron. By yt^and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. — 

What is the end o^ study ? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, wliich else we should not 
know. 

Biron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, from common 
sense ? 

King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompense. 

Biron. Come on.^ then ; I will swear to study so, 

To know the thing I am forbid to know : 

As thus, — to study where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 

Or study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are hid 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If study’s gam be and this be so, 

Study knows that W'hich yet it doth not know : 

Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no. 

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite, 

And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that most vain, 
Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain : 

As, painfully to pore upon a book 

To seek the li^ht of truth ; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile : 

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 

Your light gro’ws dark by losing of your eyes. 

0 The oM eds. have 

0 tkis^j The old eds, have ”thm’’ 

VOL. II. L 
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Study me how to please the eye indeed 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 

And giYe him light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

That will not be deep-search’d with saucy looks : 

Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save bare authority from others’ books.^*^ 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s ligh^ 

That give a name to every fixM star,:^ 

Have no more profit of their shining nights 

Than those that walk and wot not what they are. 

Too much to know, is to know naught but fame ; 

And every godfather can give a name. 

King, How well he’s read, to reason against reading I 
Bum, Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding ! 

Long, He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the weeding, 
Biron, The spring is near, when green geese are a-breed- 
ing. 

Bum, How follows that ? 

Biron, Fit in his place and time, 

Bnrn, In reason nothing, 

Biron, Something, then, in rhyme. 

King, Biron is like an envious-sneaping frost, 

That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 
Biron, WeU, say I am; why should proud summer boast 
Before the birds have any cause to sing ? 

Why should I joy in an abortive birth 
At Christmas I no more desire a rose 
Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled shows 

{^) Bnve han (mtJhonty from otheri &oo7i;5.] The old ed? have “ Sam 
base,” Certainly ‘ ” Walker’s €fit. Exam., &c., vol. i. p. 279. 

(®) in anahorfim hirthf] The old eds. have in any abortim birth 
—a mistake cati;,^ht originally from the any ” in the preceding Ime. 

(®) Than wish a sum in Mm/s new-fangled shows; 
like of each ihmg that in season grows. 

So yuu-Ao studa mw it is too late — 

Uiimb o’er ^ home f unlods ike liUh g 0 e,} 

Shows/*’ says Walker, "is evklentiy wrong. might serve 

as a Mi;d prop to the rhyme, till the true reading were discovered.” 
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But like of each thing that in season grows. 

So you — to study now it is too late — 

Climh o’er the house t’ unlock the little gate, 

Kin^, Well, sit you out:^^^ go home, Biron: adieu. 

Biron, No, my good lord ; IVe sworn to stay with you : 
And though I have for barbarism spoke more 
Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 

Yet confident pi keep what I have swore, 

And bide the^nance of each three years’ day, 

Oive me the paper,-— let me read the same ; 

And to tlie strict’st decrees 111 write my name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues thee from shame ! 
Biron. ‘‘Item, That no woman shall come within a 

mile of my court,” — Hath this been proclaimed ? 

Long. Four days ago. 

Biron. Let’s see the penalty. — \Reads\ “on pain of losing 
her tongue.” — Who devised this penalty ? 

Crit. &c., voL iii p. 35. — l^fr. Staunton, in Addenda and Cor- 

rigenda to his SkakespeaTe, observes ; “ ^ Shows ’ here is a manifest mis- 
print. I would read ' a snow on May’s new-fangled wreath J ” — 

Theobald remarks on the passage ; ^ Neio-fajigled shows’ seems to have 

very little propriety. The flowers are not ncn-f angled ; but the earth is 
new-fangled by the profusion and vawety of the flowers that sprmg on 
Its bosom m May. I have therefore ventured to substitute * earthy 
which rehtoros the alternate measure.” — The last line stands in the folio 
thus • 

** That weie to di/mbe ore the house to vnloche the gate.” — 

Mr. W N. L<*ttsom, in a note on Walkei’s Ont. Bxam.^ &c, ubi supra 
witesas follows; “It appears, moreover, that 'But’ at the beginning 
of the second line qnoteil above has changed places with ‘/&o'atthe 
beginning of the lidiowing couplet, for 'So’ makes nonsense where it 
fitamts iwen with the iweseut text ; but qu., did not ShdktBmdxe finally 
■wiite (tor the text of this play seems to have origiixated in a foul copy), 

' But you’ll to study, now it is too late ; 

That were to climb o'er th’ house t’unlock the gate’ ? 

The last line is from the fu-bt folio; I have only inserted the apos- 
trophes, to remove ^^Ir. Collier’s metrical scruples.” 

f) .•] So the c[uarto.-~T]ie folio has “fityowowif,”— wnich 

Boswell and Mr. Collier think may be right. — Malone conjectures “set 
W‘U out. —hilt thu reading of tlio quarto (an expression liorrowed fiom 
the oard-lahle) i=. undoubtedly the true one. Compare, 

“ Zewis. 

Kiing of Hauar, vill onely you sit out T' 

The Tnjall of Cheualrg^ sig* 0 5 , 

(^) strorc,] The old eda have “ sworiie.” 
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Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty. 
Biron. A dangerous law against garrulity 
[Reads] “Item, If any man be seen to talk with a woman 
within the term of three years, he shall endure such public shame 
as the rest of the court can possibly devise. 

This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For well you know here comes in emb^Iy 
The French king's daughter with to speak, — 

A maid of grace and complete majesty, — 

About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bedrid father : 

Therefore this article is made in vain, 

Or vainly comes th' admired princess hither. 

King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite for- 
got. 

Biron. So study evermore is overshot : 

While it doth study to have what it would, 

It doth forget to do the thing it should ; 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

Tis won as towns with fire, — so won, so lost. 

King. We must of force dispense with this decree ; 

She must lie here on mere necessity. 

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 

Three thousand times within this three years' space ; 

For every man with his affects is born, 

Not by might master’d, but by speciaj.grace : 

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me, 

I am forsworn uTi mere necessity. — 

So to the laws at large I write my name : [Sulfcrihes^ 

And he that breaks them in the least degree 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 

f ) A dangerous against garrulity /] So Theobald (in a letter to 

Wiirbiirtoii, 1729, Nichols’s Rlustmtions, vol, ii. p. 317), Mr. Collier’s 

Corrector, and Sir. Sin|?er*s Ms. Corrector. — The qiiiixto has “ 

itgainst ” the^ folio “ against gentilitie.” — The old eds., 

having no prefix here, give this line, and the which follows it, 

hi L>ngdviile. (Mr. Grant White objects to the reading ^^garrulUj/y* 
heca'.He “the law was not directed against garrulity^ although the 
peuahv was fatal to it ,’* — m over-subtle objection.) 
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Suggestions are to others as to me ; 

But I believe, although I seem so loth, 

I am the last that will last keep his oath.^^^ 

But is there no quick recreation granted ? 

King, Ay, that there is. Our court, you know, is haunted 
With a refinfed traveller of Spain ; 

A man in all the world’s new fashions^^^ planted, 

That hath | mint of phrases in his brain ; 

One whom the of his own vain tongue 

Doth ravish likd enchanting harmony ; 

A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
Have chose as umphe of their mutiny : 

Tins child of fancy, that Armado hight, 

For interim to our studies, shall relate, 

In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate. 

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I; 

But, I protest, I love to hear him lie, 

And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron, Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight. 

Long, Costard the sw’ain and he shall be our sport ; 

And, so to study, three years is but short. 

Enter Dull uith a letteTy and Costard. 

Bull, Which is the duke’s own person ^ 

Bifon, This, fellow : what wouldst ? 

Bull, I myseif reprehend his own person, for I am his 
grace’s tharborough: but I would see his own person in 
flesh and blood. 

that will last keep Ms oath.] “ Harmoiiy seems to require, Hliat 
last will keep/ Walker’s it Exam., vol. ii, p. 250. 

P) fashions] The oM eds, have “fashion.” 

C®) One whom the musio] The two earliest eds. have One who the 
which (though in these ;plays “who” is frequently used for 
cannot with any propriety stand here on account oi the 

in the third line : nor is it to be defended by a later pa''t>a<fe 

p. 174, ^ X o . 

“ 41 onsider who the king your father sends ; 

To whom he sends,” &c. 

where the construction is altogether different 



i66 LOFE^S LABOUR’S LOST. [act i. 

Biron. This is he. 

Bull, Signior Arm — Arm — commends yon. There’s vil- 
lany abroad : this letter will tell you more 

OoBt. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope in God for 
high words. 

Long. A high hope for a low heaven God grant us 
patience 1 

Biron To hear ? or forbear laughing 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately ; or 
to forbear both. 

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give us cause to 
climb in the merriness.^^®^ 

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning Jaquenetta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

Biron. In what manner ^ 

Cost. In manner and form following, sir ; all those three : 
I was seen with her in the manor-house, sitting with her 
upon the form, and taken following her into the park ; 
which, put together, is in maimer and form following, Now, 
sir, for the manner, — it is the manner of a man to speak 
to a woman : for the form, — in some form. 

Biron. For the following, sir ? 

Cost As it shall follow in my correction : and G(jd defend 
the light ! 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken after the flesh. 

King \ixads\ '^H^reat deputy, the welkin’s vicegerent, _ and 

o, h\& hmreti .*] Theobald reads a low having.” — Mr. Collier’^ 
Ms, O^rrector substitutes *^aiow hearing,” which alleration he probably 
made in consequence of finchng (the misprint) ‘Giearing” in the next 
speech, 

forbmr laughing f I t.’apelFs correction. — The old eds. have 

or iorbeare h« aring,” — -Mr. W, N. Lettsom proposes and forbeiv^ 

/ 

U) ixs sUfh .dmiJ r/mr v.-t musi to dmh in the mminm.] Mr. 
Co.lierb Clorre^'tur reads — -to chime in in to 

tui* dehtruction ol the quibble which was evidently intended here on 
the word 
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sole dommator of Nararre, my soul’s earth’s god and body’s fos- 
tering patron,” — 

Cost. a word of Costard yet. 

Kinff. [reads] ‘‘ So it is,” — 

Cost It may be so : bnt if he say it is so, he is, in telling 
true, but so-so/^®^ 

King. Peace! 

Cost. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight ! 

King. No wc^s 1 

Cost. Of other men’s secrets, I beseech you. 

King, [reads] So it is, besieged with sable-coloured melan- 
choly, I did commend the black-oppressing humour to the most 
wholesome physic of the health-gmng air ; and, as I am a 
gentleman, betook myself to walk. The time when ? About the 
sixth hour; 'when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and men 
sit down to that nourishment which is called supper : so much 
for the time when. Now for the ground which ; which, I mean, 
I walked upon ; it is ycieped thy park. Then for the place where ; 
where, I mean, I did encounter that obscene and most prepos- 
terous event, that draweth from my snow-white pen the ebon- 
coloured ink, which here thou viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or 
seeat : but to the place where, — it standeth north-north-east and by 
east from the west corner of thy curious-knotted garden : there did 
I see tbat low-spirited swain, that base minnow of thy mirth,” — 

Oust. Me, 

King, that unlettered smail-knowmg soul,” — 

Cu^t Me 

King. [/’iVo/ 6 ] ‘^that shallow vessel,” — 
ihst. Still mer 

King, [reads] “ which, as I remember, Light Costard,” — 

0 , me. 

King. [rfOifs] sorted and consorted, contrary to thy estab- 
lifched proclaimed edict and contment canon, with — with,(^^) — 0 , 
with' — but with tEis I passion to say w^herewith,” — 

P’) hut The old eds. have “ hut 50.” 

p) of the] The old eds. have “o/tliy,” — Corrected by Walker 
kc., vol ii. p. 233). 

tj"') vessel ^ — ] So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — The old eds. have 

** Vassail.” 

(11*) The old eds. have ** Which mih” 
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Cost. With a wench. 

King “with a child of our grandmother Eve, a fe- 

male; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a woman. Him I 
— as my ever-esteemed duty pricks me on — have sent to thee, to 
receive the meed of punishment, hy thy sweet grace’s officer, 
Antony Dull ; a man of good repute, carriage, hearing, and esti- 
mation.” 

Bull Me, an’t shall please you ; I am Antony Dull. 

King. \reads\ “ For Jaquenetta, — so is tjai# weaker vessel 
called which I apprehended with the aforesai^^wain, — keep her 
as a vessel of the<2'^> law’s fury; and shall, at the least of thy sweet 
notice, bring her to trial. Thine, in all complements of devoted 
and heart-bnrning heat of duty, 

Don Adriano m Armado.” 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the best 
that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst. — But, sirrah, what say 
you to this ? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but little of the 
marking of it. 

King, It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment, to be 
taken with a wench. 

Cost, I was taken with none, sir : I was taken with a 
damosel. 

King, Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

Cost. This was no damosel neither, sir ; ^he was a virgin. 

King, It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed virgin. 

Cost If it wereTi deny her virginity : I was taken with a 
maid. 

King, This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost This maid will serve my turn, six. * 

King, Sir, I will pronounce your sentence : you shall fast 

week with bran and water. 

Cost I had rather pray a month with mutton and porridge. 

King, And Don Armado shall be your keeper. — 


P) th'l The old eds, have “ thy.’ 
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My Lord Biroii, see him deliver’d o’er: — 

And go we, lords, to put in practice that 
Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. 

{Exeunt King, Zongaville, ani JDmuain. 
Biron, I’ll lay my head to any good man’s hat, 

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. — 

Sirrah, come on. 

Cost I suffer for the truth, sir ; for true it is, I was taken 
with Jaquenetta: ^nd Jaquenetta is a true girl ; and thereiore, 
Welcome the sour dup of prosperity ! Affliction may one day 
smile again ; and till then, Sit thee down, sorrow ! {Exeunt 


Scene II. Another part of the farh. 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm, Boy, what sign is it when a man of great spirit 
grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the selfsame thing, dear imp 

Moth, No, no ; 0 Lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melancholy, my 
tender Juvenal ? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the working, my 
tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior ? 

Moth, Why tender Juvenal ? why tender Juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender Juvenal, as a congruent epithe- 
ton appertaining to thy young days, whick we may nominate 
tender. 

Moth, And I, tough senior, as an appertinent title to your 
old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm, Pretty and apt. 

Moth, How mean you, sir I pretty, and my saying apt ? 
or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou nretty, because little. 

Moth, Little pretty, because little. Wherefore apt ? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 
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Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master ? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth, I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arrti. What, that an eel is ingenious \. 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm, I do say thou art quick in answers : thou heatest 
my blood. 

Moth, I am answered, sir. 

Arm, I love not to be crossed. 

Moth, \aside\ He speaks the mere contrary, — crosses love 
not him. 

Arm, I have promised to study three years with the duke. 

Moth, You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm, Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 

Arm, I am ill at reckoning, — it fitteth the spirit of a 
tapster. 

Moth, You are a gentleman and a gamester, sir 

Ann, I confess both: they are both the varnish of a 
complete man. 

Moth, Then, I am sure, you know how^ much the gross 
sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth Which the base vulgar do call three. 

Arm, True. 

Moth Wliy, sir, is this such a piece of study ? How here's 
three studied, ere you’ll thrice wink : and how^ easy it is to 
put years to the word three, and study three years in tw^o 
words, the dancing horse will teU you. 

Arm, A most nne ligure 1 

Moth {asid^ To prove you a cipher. 

Arm, I will hereupon confess I am in love : and as it is 
base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with a base wench. 
If drawing my sword against the humour of affection would 
deliver me from the reprobate thought of it, I would take 
Desire prrcner, and ransom Mm to any French couiiier for 
a new-devise<l courtesy. I think scorn to sigh : methinks I 
should oiitswear CiipiA Comfort me, boy : wiiat great man 
have been in love ? 
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Moth, Hercules, master. 

Arm, Most sweet Hercules 1 — More authority, dear boy, 
name more ; and, sweet my child, let them be men of good 
repute and carriage. 

Moth Samson, master : he was a man of good carriage, 
great carriage, — ^for he carried the town-gates on his back 
like a porter : and he was in love. 

Arm, 0 well-knit Samson ! strong-jointed Samson 1 I do 
excel thee in my rapier as much as thou didst me in carrying 
gates. I am in love too : — ^who was Samson's love, my dear 
Moth? 

Moth A woman, master. 

Arm, Of what complexion ? 

Moth Of all the four, or the three, or the two; or one of 
the four. 

A?*m. Tell me precisely of what complexion. 

Moth Of the sea- water green, sir. 

Arm, Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Moth As I have read, sir , and the best of them too. 

Arm, Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers ; but to have 
a love of that colour, methinks Samson had small reason for 
it. He surely affected her for her wit. 

Moth It was so, sir ; for she had a green wit. 

Arm, My love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth Most maculate thoughts, master, are masked under 
such colours. 

Ar7n, Define, define, well-educated infant. 

Moth My father's wit and my mother’s tongue assist 
me ! 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; pretty and pa- 
thetical ! 

Moth If she be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne'er be known ; 

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 

And fears by pale-white shown ; 

Then if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know ; 

For stiU her cheeks possess the same, 

Which native she doth owe. 



LOVERS LABOUR^S LOST. 




[act I. 


A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of white and 
red. 

Arm, Is there not a ballad, hoy, of the King and the 
Beggar ? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad some 
three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis not to be found ; or, if 
it were, it would neither serve for the writing nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have that subject newly writ o’er, that I may 
example my digression by some mighty ;^cedent. Boy, I 
do love that country girl that I took in the park with the 
rational hind^^^^ Costard : she deserves well. 

Moth. \aside\ To be whipped ; and yet a better love than 
my master. 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that’s great marvel, loving a light wench. 

Arm. I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 


Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenbtta. 

Bull. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you keep Costard 
safe : and you must let him take no delight nor no penance \ 
hut ’a must fast three days a week. For this damsel, I must 
keep her at the park : she is allowed for the clay-* woman. 
Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing. — Maid, — 

Jaq. Man ? 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That’s hereb y. 

A rm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders* 

Jaq. With that face. 

Am. I love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And m, farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 


{«) rational h%nJ\ Manmer reads 
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JDuUS^^^ Come, Jaquenetta, away ! [UzeitTit Dull and Jaq. 

Arm. Viliam, thou shalt fast for thy offences ere thou be 
pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do it on a full 
stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost I am more bound to you than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take a^ay this villain ; shut him up. 

Moth Come, you transgressing slave ; away ! 

Cost Let me not be pent up, sir: I wili fast, being 
loose. 

Moth. bTo, sir ; that were fast and loose : thou shalt to 
prison. 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of desolation 
that I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth. What shall some see ? 

Cost. Hay, nothing, Master Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in their words ; 
and therefore I will say nothing : I thank God I have as little 
patience as another man ; and therefore I can be quiet. 

[Exeunt Moth and Costard. 

Arm. I do affect the very ground, which is base, where 
her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, which is basest, 
doth tread. I shall be forsworn, — which is a great argu- 
ment of falsehood, — if I love. And how can that be true 
love which is falsely attempted ? Love is a familiar ; Love 
is a devil: there is no evil angel but Love Yet was 
Samson so tempted, — and he had an excellent strength; 
yet was Solomon so seduced, — and heTTaS" a very good wit. 
Ciipid^s butt-shaft is too hard for Hercules' club ; and 
therefore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. The first 
and second cause will not serve my turn ; the passado he 
respects not, the duello he regards not : his disgrace is to 
be called boy; but his glory is to subdue men. Adieu, 
valour I rust, rapier ! be still, drum 1 for your manager is 


Dull] The old eds. have ** €lo.” ie. Olo%m,---Gosta7d. 
p) feUows,] Qy. “followers”? 
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in love yea, he loveth. Assist me, some extemporal 
god of rhyme, for I am sure I shall turn sonnetist/^^^ 
Devise, wit, — write, pen ; for I am for whole volumes . in 
folio. [Exit 


ACT II. 

Scene X A part of the parh: a pamliov^’ and tents at a 
distance. 

Enter the Princess of France, Eosalinb, Maria, Katharine, 
Boybt, Lords, and other Attendants. 

Boyet Kow, madam, summon up your dearest spirits: 
Consider who the king your father sends ; 

To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy : 

Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem, 

To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

rmt, rapier ! he still, drum / for your manager is in love /] Mr. 

Collier's Ms. Corrector substitutes “ for your armiger is in 

But since the managing of Tarious sorts of weapons and of arms in 
general is frequently spoken of by our early writers (e.g. by our author 
in Richard II. act hi sc. 2, 

Yea, distaff- women manage rusty bills,” &c. 
and in the Bee. Fart of King Henry IV. act iii. sc. 2, 

Come, manage me your caliver : ” 

also by Peele in Ms Arraignme 7 it of Paris, — Works, p. 367, ed. Byce, 
1861, 

If MfJSS^ve sovereign power to manage arms,” &c.), 

I do not choose to disturb the old text 

P) I diall turn sonneiist.} The old eds. have turne sonnet” — 

Hanmer printed — - turn sonneteer.” — Dr. Ve^lanek reads 

timi sonnets,” — an unheard-of expression ; which Mr. Giant White 
adopts, observing that “we still ^peak of turning tunes or turning 
sentences.”— Mr. Staunton, after giving the last-mentioned reading in 
his text, pronounces the old lection to be right : see his note (b) on the 
third scene of the sec. act of Much Ado abmi Rothing.^Mx. Collier's 

Ms. Corrector reads “ turn sonnet-maker.”— -In substituting ^^son- 

7 ietist ” fox “semnet ” «I had an eye to a line in Bishop Hall's Batius, of 
which I was reminded by Mr. Grant White's note on the present 
pAvsage ; 

^ And is become a new-foiuul samuitsiP 
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Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain, — a dowry for a queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Natnre was in making graces dear, 

When she did starve the general world beside, 

And prodigally gave them all to yon. 

Prin. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise : 

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues : 

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth 
Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine.^^®^ 

But now to task the tasker : — good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall outwear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent court : 

Therefore to ’s seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf. 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 

As our best-moving fair solicitor 

Tell him, the daughter of the Xing of France, 

On serious business, cra\dng quick dispatch, 

Importunes personal conference with ]^s grace: 

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend, 

Like humble-visag’d suitors, his high will. 

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 

Prirh. All pride is willing pride, is so. 

[Bxit Boyet 

Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 


(-®) In spending your wit in the praise of mine.] This line is not 
metrical unless a strong enijihasis be laid on ^‘your: ” audit was altered 
by the editor of the second folio to “ In spending thus your wit in praise 
of minef^ 

(2^) Tkereforefo seemeth it a needful course,] I may notice that both 
tbe ^iuarto and the folio have the contraction “^o k.” 
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First Lord. Longaville is one. 

Prm. Know you the man f 

Mar. I know him, madam : at a marriage-feast. 

Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnisM 
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville : 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d ; 

Well-fitted in the^^®^ arts, glorious in arms: 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would welf. 

The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss — 

If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil — 

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come within his power, 

Prm. Some merry-mocking lord, belike ; is’t so ? 

3£ar. They say so most that most his humours know. 
Prin, Such short-liv’d wits do wither as they grow. 

Who are the rest ? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish’d youth. 

Of all that virtue love for virtue lov’d : 

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 

And shape to win grace, though he had no wit. 

I saw him at the Duke Alen^on’s once ; 

And much too little of that good I saw 
Is my report to his great worthiness. 

PoB. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth; 

Biron they call him : but a merrier man, 

Within the lii5i5"or becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk withal : 

His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest, 

Which Ms fair tongue — conceit’s expositor — 

Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 

f Loh(jnrilk^ la all probalnlity, it; should lue *^"Lord Longaville/* 
the} Added in the second folia 
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That agfed ears play truant at Ins tales, 

And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Brin. God bless my ladies ! are they all in lo^e, 

That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 

Mrst Lord. Here comes Boyet 


Re-enter Boyet. 

Brin. How, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyd Havarre had notice of your fair approach , 

And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 

Before I came. Marry, thus much I’ve learnt,— 

He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

Like one that comes here to besiege his court, 

Than seek a dispensation for his oath. 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Havarre. {The Ladies mash. 


BiifpT King, LonGxIVILLe, Domain, Btkon, a.\d Attendants. 

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of Havarre. 

Brm. “ Fair ” I give you back again ; and welcome ** I 
have not yet : the roof of this court is too high to be 
yours ; and welcome to the wide fields too base to be 
mine 

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 

^fin. I will be welcome, then : coniluet^e thither. 

King, Hear me, dear lady, — I have sworn an oath. 

Brill. Out Lady help my lord! he’ll be forsworn. 

King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 

Brin. Why, will shall break it ; will, and nothing else. 

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what ’tis. 

Brin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance, 

I hear your grace hath sw^rn-out house-keepmg : 

*Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 

VOL. XL 
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Not sin to break 

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold : 

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

And suddenty resolve me in my suit. [Gives a paper. 

King, Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Frm, You will the sooner, that I were away ; 

For youll prove perjur’d, if you make me stay. 

Biron, Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

Ros, Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

Biron, I know you did. 

Ros, How needless was it, then, to ask the question ! 
Biron, You must not be so quick. 

Ros, ’Tis long of you that spur me with such questions. 
Biron. Your wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast, ’twill tire. 
Ros, Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron. What time 0 ’ day? 

Ros, The hour that fools should ask, 

Biron. Now fair befall your mask I 
Ros. Fair fall the face it covers 1 
Biron. And send you many lovers 1 
Ros. Amen, so you be none. 

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 

Being but the one-half of an enthe sum^®^^ 

Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But say that he or we — ^as neither have — 

Eeceiv’d that sum,^et there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of which 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valu’d to the money’s worth. 

If, then, the king your father will restore 

(^) Not sin to hreo^ it] The old eds. have An*l $inn& m breaks it; ** 
which Johnson defends*— I adopt the reading of Hanmer, which is 
absolutely required by the context. 

Being hut the one-half of an entire mm] Write ‘th’ one-half,’ 
and ]>roiioiinee as a trisyllable,” Walker’s OriCMmm., &c., voL ii 

p. 92. 

(^) of which,] The old eds. have ^‘o/the wHchJ^ 
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We will give up our riglit in Aquitain, 

And Bold fair friendship with his majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands. 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 

To have his title live in Aquitain ; 

Which we much rather had depart withal, 

And have the money by our father lent, 

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, were not his requests so far 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, ’gainst some reason, in my breast, 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong. 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest I never heard of it ; 

And if you prove it, 111 repay it back, 

Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin, We arrest your word. — 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For such a sum from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so, 

Boget. So please your grace, the packet- is not come, 
Where that and other specialties are bound : 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of ttem.' 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 

Meantime receive such welcome at my hand 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 

But here without you shall be so receiv’d 
As you shall *deem yourself lodg’d ip. my heart. 

Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
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Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow shall we visit you again 

Prm. Sweet health and fair desires consort your grace 1 
King. Thy own wish wish I thee m every place ! 

[Exennt King and his Train. 
Biron. Lady, I will commend you to mine own heart. « 
Eos. Pray you, do my commendations ; I would be glad 
to see it, 

Biron. I would you heard it groan, 

Eos. Is the fool sick ? 

Biron. Sick at the heart. 

Eos. Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good ? 

Eos. My physic says ay, 

Biron. Will you prick’t with your eye ? 

E.OS. No 'pointy with my knife 
Biron. Now, God save tliy life ^ 

Eu)S. And yours from long living ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving \_Eetiring^ 

Dam. Sir, I pray you, a word : what lady is that same ? 
BoijeL The heir of Alen^on, Katharine her name/^^^ 

Bum. A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare you well. [Biii. 
long. I beseech you, a word : what is she in rne white ? 
Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in the 
light. 

Long Perchance light in the light. I desire her name. 

heir of Alengon, Kaihmne her name.] Here the old eds. have 

« Eosaline name;^ and a little further on they make Boyet 

reply to Biroifs inouii^about the lady in the cap, ^‘Katheraie % good 
hap .” — Steevens remarks, ‘^It is odd that Shakespeare should ^ake 
Dumain inquire after Bosaline, who was the mistress of Biron, and 
neglect Katharine, who was Ms own. Biron beiiavea in the same 
manner, — Perhaps all the ladies wore masks except the Princess/’ To 
which remark ^Ldone subjoins, ‘‘ They certainly did. See }>. 178, where 
Biron says to Rosaline, ‘ Now fair befall your mask ^ ” — I quite agree 
with a writer in Notes and Queries, iii. 163, that the masks” have no- 
thing to do with the matter, and that, from what has preceded and from 
what afterwards takes place, it is plain that in the present speech 
^‘Eatharmc” should be substituted for ^^Eosalin^" and in Boyet^s 
speech ^^Eosalim” fur "^Katharine.” (Earlier in this scene, p. 178, the 
dialogue, ** Did not I dance with you in Brabant &e.,is assigned 

by the quano to Biron and Katlumne, while the folio gives it to Biron 
and Mosalim.) 
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Boyet She hath but one for herself ; to desire that were 
a shame. 

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 

Boyet. Her mothers, I have heard. 

Long. God’s blessing on your beard ! 

Boyet. Good sir, be not offended. 

She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long, Nay my choler is ended. 

She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir; that may be. \Bidt Long. 

Biron. [coming forivard] What’s her name in the caj) ? 
Boyd. Eosaline, by good hap.^^^^ 

Biron. Is she wedded or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron. You are welcome, sir : adieu. 

Boyet Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

[Exit Biron. — -Ladies unmash 
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry madcap lord : 

Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet And every jest but a word 

Brin. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 
Boyet I was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 
Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry. 

Boyet. And wherefore not ships ? 

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. 

Mar, You sheep, and I pasture : shall that finish the jest ? 
Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. [Offering to kiss her. 
Mar. Not so, gentle beast: 

My lips are no common, though several they be, 

Boyet Belonging to whom ? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prim Good mts will be jangling ; but, gentles, agree : 
This civil war of wits were much better us’d 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here Tis abus’d. 

Boyet If my observation,— which very seldom lies,— 

By the heart’s still rhetoric disclosed with eyes, 

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 
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Frin. With what ? 

Boyet With that which we lovers entitle affected 
Prin. Your reason ? 

Boyet Why, all his behaviours did make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 

His heart, like an agate, with your print impress’d, 

Proud with his form, in his eye pride express’d : 

JIis tongue, all impatient to speak and not see^ 

Did stumble with haste in his eyesight to be ; 

All senses to that sense did make their repair, 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair 
Methought all his senses were lock’d in his eye, 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 

Who, tendering their own worth if om where they were glass’d, 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d : 

His face’s own mai’geiit did quote such amazes, 

That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes. 

I’ll give you Aquitain, and all that is Ins, 

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 

PHn, Come to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos’d 
Boyet But to speak that in words which his eye hath 
disclos’d : 

I only have made a mouth of his eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Bos, Thou art an old love-monger, and speakest slcilfuily. 


p) His tongue^ all imputicnt to speak mid not see, 


To feel onlyJpoHng on fairest of fair .-j 

The meaning of these line« (which have been utterly niisunderstoo(?^by 
Steevena and Johnson) la — His tongue, not able to endure the having 
merely the power of »peaknig without that of seeing. . . . That they 
lui^'ht have no feeling but that of looking on,” &c ^ 

C®) Frin. Come to our pamlion: Boyet is dispos'd,'] Here, till I 
noticed the passage in my Eemai'Iss on mr, Oolher's and il/r. JTniyMs 
eds, of &%&hespefm, 37> die modern editors, in opposition to the 
old copies, agreed in wrongly xmtting a comma after as if 

the sentence were incomplete. The Princess uses “dispodd^^ in the 
sense of inclined to rather loose mirtlu somewhat wantonly merry,” — 
thinking, as she well might, that Boyet was talking a^little too freely, 
though Boyet, choo4ng to understand the word simply in the sense of 
inclined,” immediately adds. to speak, &c. That such is the 
metoing of ^^disposW^ in the Princess's sx#eech is put beyond all pos* 
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Ma7\ He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news of him. 
Ros. Then was Yenus like her mother; for her father is 
hut grim. 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 

Mar. Ho. 

Boyet. What then ? do you see ? 

Uos. Ay, our way to he gone. 

Boyet You are too hard for me. 

\_Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. A jpart of the park. 

Enter Abmado and Moth. 

Arm. Warble, child ; make passionate my sense of hearing. 
Moth. CkmoUnel — [Si^iyiTiy. 

Arm. Sweet air ! — Go, tenderness of years ; take this key, 
give enlargement to the swain, bring him festinately hither : 
t must employ him in a letter to my love. 

Ifoth. Master, will you win your love with a French brawl ? 


sibility of doubt by the following passages, — which are only a few of 
those that might be adduced ; 

Zongsh. Say any tiling but so. 

Once, Kell, thou gaVst me this, 

Q. Elinor. I pray, let go ; 

Ye are dispos\l^ I think. 

Zongsh. Ay, madam ; very "well.” 

Peele’s Edward I:, — TVorJ», p. ed. Dyce, 1861. 

have lov^d a thousand, not so few. 

Afn. You are dispos\i.” 

Beaumont and Fletcher’s Custom of the QounU'yj 
act i. sc. I. 

‘‘ Widow, I'll keep you waking. 

L. Heart. You are disposed 

lid., Wit icUhout Money, act v. sc. 4* 

Bucina: The wenches are disposed.’* 

lid., Valentinian, act ii. sc. 4. 

How grossly Mi? Collier, in. the second edition of his Shakespeare^ has 
misrepresented what I had said about the word ^ diepoMp I have shown 
in my Strictures on that ed. p. 56. 
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Arm. How meanest thou ? brawling in Trench ? 

Moth, Ho, my complete master : but to jig off a tune at 
the tongue’s end, canary to it with your feet, humour it with 
turnmg up your eyes;^^^^ sigh a note and sing a note, — 
sometime through the throat, as if you swallowed love with 
singing love, — sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed 
up love by smelling love : with your hat penthouse-like, o’er 
the shop of your eyes ; with your arms erossedT on your thin- 
belly doublet, like a rabbit on a spit ; or your hands in 
your pocket, like a man after the old painting ; and keep not 
too long in one tune, but a snip and away. These are com- 
plements, these are humours ; these betray nice wenches, — 
that would be betrayed without these ; and make them men 
of note — do you note me ^ — tliat most are affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience ? 

3foth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But 0, — but 0, — 

Moth The hobby-horse is forgot, 

Arm. Callest thou my love hobby-horse? 

Ifoth. Ho, master; the hobby-horse is but a colt, and 
your love perhaps a hackney. But have you forgot your 
love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

3Ioth. negligent student ! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart and in heart, boy. 

Ifoth. And out of heart, master : all those three I will 
prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

3foth. A ma^, if J[ live ; — and this, by, in, and without, 
upon the instant : by heart you love her, because your heart 
cannot come by her; in heart you love her, because your 

(^) ei/m;] The quarto has "eyelids the folio 

(^0 thiii-heUy doublet^ i.e. thin -bellied doublet. — It is equally wrong 
to print here either (with the quarto) “ f/iwbellies {thm belly’s) 
dowwt'f,” or ^Hhin helh ^douhlei:^* .sey Mr. Stauntfm’s note (Addenda 
and Corrigenda to his "Skihe^^uari), where a pass<ige from Stubbes is 
cited, containing a mention of " doublets with great iellites hangmg down 
and -^ituffedC &c. 

m) Ig mispiiiueil "men.’^ 

fm^hnyj The old ed^. have peiine.” 
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heart is in love with her ; and out of heart you love her, 
being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, — and yet nothing 
at all. 

Ann. Fetch hither the swain : he must carry me a letter. 
Moth. A message well sympathized ; a horse to bo am- 
bassador for cai ass 

Arm. Ha, ha I what sayest thou ? 

Moth, hlarry, sir, you must send the ass upon the horse, 
for he IS very siow-gaited. But I go. 

Arm. The vay is but short : away ! 

Moth. As swift as load, sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth. Minimi', honest master ; or rather, master, no. 

Arm, I say lead is slow. 

Moth Yon are too swift, sir, to say so : 

Is that lead slow which is fir’d from a gun ^ 

Ar 7 /i. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 

He reputes me a caiiiioii ; and the bullet, that’s he : — 

I shoot thee at the swam 

Thump, then, and I fiee. [Exit 
Arm. A most acute .luvenai ; voluble and free of grace I— 
By thy favour, svreet welkin, I must sigh in thy face : — 
Most rude melancholy valour gives thee place. — 
j herald is return’d. 


Ra-euh'v Mom with Cosi^'Rd. 

Moth. A wonder, master! here’s a Costard broken in a shin* 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, — thy I’mwy ; — 
begin. 

(41) jfi^ssa//e mil sympathized; a horse to he ambassador for an 
Mr. ColliePs Mf*. CorrAaor reads A messenger mlUsympathisiedf &c 
(«j meirmckofyj Mr. Colher’s Ms. Corrector substitutes 

Moiht-eyed mdancholy,''^ not imderstauding the passage : — ^nor, indeed, 
does Mr. Goliiei*; to whose question, ‘Hu what way had melancholy 
shown Itself Tmst mdeP' the answer is pat — “By sighing in the face 
of the welkin,” — ^for which Armado is offering an apology. 
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Cost No egma, no riddle, no V envoy ; no salve in the 
mail/"*^^ sir : 0, sir, plantain, a plain plantain ! no Venvoy, no 
I envoy ; no salve, sir, but a plantain ! 

Arm. By virtue,^^^^ thou enibreest laughter; thy silly 
thought, my spleen : the heaving of my lungs provokes me 
to ridiculous smiling, — 0, pardon me, my stars 1 Doth the 
inconsiderate take salve for V envoy ^ and the word V envoy for 
a salve ’ 

Moth. Do the wise think them other? is not V envoy a salve? 

Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, to make 
plain 

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 

I will example it: 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

There’s the moral. Now the Venvoy. 

I will add the Venvoy. Say the moral again. 

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door. 

And stay’d the odds by adding four/^^^ 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with my 
Venvoy. 

Tiie fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

Arm. Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

Moth. A good V envoy y ending in the goose : would you 
desire more ? 

Goet. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, that’s — 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat. — 

(^‘*j in the Both the (piarto and the folio have thee male.^^ 

— T^rwhitt and Mr. Colliefa Ms. Corrector read hi them all/^ 

By virtue^] *‘Fossi\>ly, *By my virtue/” Walker’s Orit Emm.^ 
voi, ii. p, 263. 

(*®®) And stayed the odd& hy addUg four."^ Here, and in the repetition, 
Mr, Collier’s Corrector^ bent oh precision of language, alters wM- 
ing ” to luaking.” But I believe that the author {however improperly) 
wrote mUing Le. by adding heraelf to the others bO as to 

make the numh^r four. 
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To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and loose : 

Let me see — a fat V envoy ; ay, that’s a fat goose. 

Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did this argu- 
ment begin ? 

Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a shin. 
Then call’d you for the V envoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain : thus came your argu- 
njent in ; 

Then the boy’s fat V envoy ^ the goose that you bought ; 

And he ended the market 

Arm But tell me ; how was there a Costard broken in 
a shin ? 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Motli : I will speak 
that V envoy : 

I Costard, running out, that was safely within, 

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin 
Arm, We will talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be more matter in th»3 shin. 

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee 
Cost. 0, marry me to one Frances — ] smell some 

r envoy, some goose, in this. 

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean setting thee at liberty, 
enireedoming thy person: thou w'ert nninured, restrained, 
captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true; and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me loose. 

Ar7n. I give thee thy liberty, set thee free from durance 

Arm. Sirrah (Josfitrd, I will enj/ivncM'^e tHee. 

Cost 0, marry me to on^ Frances .*] 

Mr. Oollier’fo M«s. Corrector imakes Armado say, Sirrah Costard, marry, 
I will enfranchise theen;^’ and Mr. Knight, in his Stratford Shakespeare, 
prints ** Marry, Oobiurd, I wdl eiifanchise thee,” But, surely, the word 
enfranchise^^ is quite enough to suggest the answer of Costard, without 
the marry,” — which, by tlie by, is a term of asseveration much too 
common for the mouth of Armaiio. 

set tJm free from durance;] So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and 
Walker (Cnt Exam., &c , vol. in p. 260). — Idie old eds. omit ^free 
*‘As Mr, Colher has rejected this correction, I may observe tnat the 
teame^ error occurs m Donne’s Sermons, ed. 1640, p. 235, 1. 9 : ^So then 
Calvin is from any singularity in that,’ , where no 1 )ody can doubt 
that free /rom’ is the true reading.” W. K Lettsom. 
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and, in lieu thereof, imjDose on thee nothing but this : — 
bear this significant [giving a letter] to the country maid 
Jaquenetta: there is remuneration [giving money]] for the 
best ward of mine honour is rewarding my dependents. — 
Moth, follow. [Exit 

Moth. Like the sequel, I. — Signior Costard, adieu. 

Cost. ]\fy sweet ounce of man's flesh ! my incony Jew ! — 

[Exit iTvilh, 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Eemuneration ! 0, 

that's the Latin word for three farthings : three farthings — 
remuneration. — “ What's the price of this inkle ? " — A 
penny." — “ No, I’ll give you a remuneration : " why, it 
carries it. — Eemuneration ! — why, it is a fairer name than 
French crown. I will never buy and sell out of this word. 


Enifv Bmoi?, 

Biron. 0, my good knave Costard 1 exceedingly well met. 
Cost. Pray you. sir, how much carnation riband may a 
ma 1 buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron, What is a remuneration ? 

Cost, Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. 

Biron. 0, why, then, three-farthing- worth of silk. 

Cost I thank your worship : God be wf you 1 
Biron, 0, stay, slave ; I must employ thee : 

As thou wilt win my favour, good luy knave, 

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost When wmuld you have it done, sir ? 

Biron. 0, this afernoon. 

Cost Well,*I will do it, sir : fare you "well. 

Biron. 0, tliou knowest not what it is. 

Cost. I shall kuoWj sir, when I have dojie it. 

Birmi. Why, villain, then miist know first. 

Coa. I will come to your worship to-morrow morning. 
Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, slave, it 
is hut this : — 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park. 

And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 

Wiu-n tongues speak sweetly, then they name her name. 
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And Eosaline they call her : ask for her ; 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal’d-up counsel. There’s thy guerdon , go. 

[Giving money. 

Cost Gardon, — 0 sweet garden 1 better than remunera- 
tion ' eleven-pence farthing better : most sweet gardon 1 — I 
will do it^ sir, in print. — Gardon — ^remuneration. [Bxit. 

Biron. 0,-Trand I, forsooth, in love! I, that have been 
love’s whip ; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 

A critic, nay, a night-watch constable ; 

A domineering pedant o’er the buy, 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent 1 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy; 

This senior- junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid 


C®) Thib senior-junior^ giant-dwarB Ban Ciqad;] ITt^re tbe o]<l (*(K 
have 

This signior Juntos giant dwari, Dan Cupid,” 

which some unnamed friend of Theobald very happily corrected as 
above, introducing, with comparatively little violence to the letters, an 
opposition between senior ” and junior,” to correspond with that be- 
tween “ giant ” and “ dwarf : ” and it ought particularly to be remem- 
bered that formerly tbe usual spelling of ^senior” was ^^signtor^* or 
^^signeur.^^ Upton, however, was not satisfied with ^‘senior-junior,” 
and conceiving that Shakespeare ‘^intended to compliment Signior Julio 
Eumano, EapbaeFs most renowned scliolar, who drew Cupid in the 
character of a giant-dwarf,” he proposed to read 

“This Signior Julians giant-dwarf, Ban Cupid” 

{Crit Ohserv, on Shahespeare, p. 231, sec. ed.) ; an emendation vhitdi has 
been eagerly adopted by the late Br. Wellesley (in Stray Notes on the 
Text of Shahespearej 1865, p. 12) : but as Br. Wellesley knew too nuicli 
of Italian art to adopt at the same time U^on’s niis-statemeiu that 
“Jiijlio Romano dreu Cupid in the characier of a Sant-dwarf,'^ he is 
content to “ recognise in this burlesque simile an allusion to the well- 
known portrait ot the dwarf Grada&so [fielonging to Cardinal Ippolito 
de’ Medici] introfluc^l into the foreground of the * Allocuzione,' one of 
the frescoes of Julio Romano, in the hail of Constantine in the Yatican, 
wherein the Emperor is represented pointing out to his troops the 
apparition of the Cross in the heavens. This portrait is truly a ‘ giant- 
duarff of pigmy stature, but Herculean muscular development, and is 
spoken of by Yasari as a very artistic production.” 

Eor my own part, 1 think It extremely improbable that Shakespeare, 
who WTote Lands ZaboudsLost shortly after he commenced his career as 
a dramatist, should have been acquainted %vith a cerlam figure in one 
of the frescoes of Julio Romano ; and equally impnd^able that, even 
supposing he had been acquainted with the figure of Gradasso, he would 
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Eegent of love-rhyines, lord of folded arms, 

Th' anointed sovereign of siglis and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of cod[)ieces, 

Sole imperator and great general 
Of trotting paritors : — 0 my little heart I— — 

And I to be a corporal of his field, 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ■ 

What, what I I love ^ I sue ^ I seek a wife 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a-repaii'ing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going right, being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may stiU go right I 
Nay, to be perjur’d, which is worst of all ; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow,^^^^ 

have hazarded an allusion which must have been unintelligible to nearly 
all, if not to all, his audience. Besides, the words, 

This Signior Julio's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid,” 

can convey no other idea than that “ the giant-dwarf depicted by Julio 
Bomano was a representation of Cupid,” — lohzch we have just seeu was 
assuredly not the case, 

(49j wjiatj what / I love I I sue! I seek a wife Here the second 
what ” is a modern addition for the sake of the metre. — Mr, Samuel 
Bailey (On the Recewed Text of Bhahes^pem e, p. 146) would read “ What 
I to love I I sue ! I seek a wife because elsewhere in tins speech we 
have 

‘‘ And I ^0 be a corporal of his field,” 

“ Nay, to be perjured,” 

“ And, amongst three, to love the worst of all 
“And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her 1” 

But, if the line flu que'fcion is to be made to correspond with the lines 
just cited, we must insert the particle “ to,” not only before “ lovef* but 
also before ^^sue'^ and before 

right, "j Both the quarto and the folio have “ aright but compare 
the next line. ** 

^ (®^) A whitely wanton with a velvet hrow,’] “ . , .if common observa- 
tion may be bur guide, whiteness, whether by contrast or not, 
peculiar attribute of dark features. , . . this adjective ^whitely* occurs 
m cant. 5, st, 74 of the Troja Britannica [of Heywood] ; 

‘ That hath a whitely face and a long nose, 

And for the^^ both I wonderous well esteeme her 

which lines do not merely furnish an instance of the exuthet ‘ whitely/ 
but in such company as parallels Shakespeare's coupling of it with ^ a 
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With, two pitch-halls stuck in her face for eyes ; 

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed, 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 

And I to sigh for her 1 to watch for her ! 

To pray for her I Go to ; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will ]pve, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan 
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. [Exii 


ACT IV. 

Scene I, A part of the 'park. 

LMer the Princess, Eosalinb, Mabia, I^thaeinb, Boybt, 
Lords, Attendants, and a Forester. 

Prin. Was that the king, that spurred his horse so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill ? 

Boyet I know not ; but I think it was not he. 

Prin. Whoe’er he was, he show’d a mounting mnid.^^®^ 
'Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch: 

On Saturday we will return to France. — 

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush 
That we must stand and play the murderer in ? 

For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice 


wanton' . . . tliougii ‘whitely' and ‘fair' be not near allied, ‘wanton- 
ness ' and ‘ a long nose ' are, at least in our early dramatic -writers, from 
wkom principally old readings must be made good. That Mr. Collier 
should turn ‘ wbitely ’ into ‘ witty ' discloses *J!iore jMerihty of artifice 
tbaft defect of knowledge ; while its transformation into ‘ wightly ’ by 
the Cambridge editors should be a warning to them and their compeers 
not to embark in novelties," &c. Arrowsmith's 8 hakespeare*s Editors and 
CommentatoTSj pp. 4,* 5. 

, (f) Well, I will lou, write, sigh, p’ay^sue, and groan ;] The and^^ 
was inserted by the editor of the second folio. 

(f) a mounting mind,} I may notice that this expression occurs in 
Peek's Edward L; “Sweet Nell, thon shouldst not be thyself, did not 
with thy mounting mind thy gift surmount the rest.” Works, p. 379, ed, 
Dyce, 1861. 

(M) The double ending breaks in upon the characteristic 

flow of the blank verse in this play. Qu. ‘copse'?" Walker’s Crit. 
Exam., <&c., voh iiL p. 37, 
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A stand where yon may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin. T thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot, 

And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Prin. What, what ^ first praise me, and again say no ? 

0 short-liv’d pride ! Not fair ^ alack for woe 1 
For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now : 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 

Here, good my glass, take this for telling true: 

[Giving him mo my. 

Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that s^hich you inherit. 

Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav’d by merit ! 

0 heresy in fair,^®®^ fit for these days ! 

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. — 

But come, the bow : — now mercy goes to kill. 

And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 

That more for praise than pui’pose meant to kill. 

And, out of q^uestion, so it is sometimes, — 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes, 

When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward part. 

We bend to that the working of the heart ; 

As I for praise alone now seek to spill 

The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self- sovereignty 
Only for praicre’ sak^, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords ? 

Prin, Only for praise : and praise we may afibrd 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Boyet Here comes a member of the commonwealth. 

0 h&re^ m fair^ Altered very improperly to ‘‘<9 heusy w 
faith by Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector, who perhaps did not know that 
here m a substantive and means beauty. 
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Elder Costahd. 

Cost God dig-you-den all ! Pray you, which is the head 
lady ^ 

Prm. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that have 
no heads. 

Cost Which is the greatest lady, the highest ? 

Pfin. The thickest and the tallest. 

Cost. The thickest and the tallest ! it is so ; truth is 
truth. 

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wh,, 

One o' these maids' girdles for your waist should be fit. 

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest 
here. 

Prin. What's your will, sir ? what’s your will ? 

Cost. I have a letter from Monsieur Biron to one Lady 
Eosaline. 

Prin. 0, thy letter, thy letter! he's a good friend of 
mine : 

Stand aside, good bearer. — Boyet, you can carve ; 

Break up this capon. 

Boyet. I am bound to serve. — 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 

It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I swear. 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet. \T€ads\ By heaven, that thou art fair, is most infal- 
lible j true, that thou art beauteous ; truth itself, that thou art 
lovely. More fairer than fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer 
than truth itself, have commiseration thy* Aeroical vassal! 
The* magnanimous and most illustrate king Cophetua set eye 
upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar Penelophon;(®®) and 
he it was that might rightly say, Veni^ vid% vici ; which to ana- 
tomize<®^> in the vulgar, — 0 base and obscure vulgar ! — mdelice% 

( 56 ) PeiidoAion.] The old eds. have ‘‘Zenelophon.” But in the 
ballad of King Gophetua and the JBegyar-maid^^ as given in Percy’s Bel. 
of Ane. Engl. Poek% vol. i. 198, ed. 1794, the fortunate beggar is called 
^Penelophon!^ 

(p) anatomiml So the second folio.— The other old eds. have “ anno- 
thanize,” — which, says Mr. Knight, “is evidently a pedantic form of 
VOL. II. ‘ N 
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He came, saw, and overcame : lie came, one ; saw, two ; over- 
came, three. Who came ? the king : why did he come to see : 
why did he see ? to overcome : to whom came ho 1 to the beggar : 
what saw he ? the beggar : who overcame he ? the beggar. The 
conclusion is victory : on whose side ? the king’s. The captive 
is enriched : on %vhose side ? the beggar’s. The catastrophe is 
a nuptial: on vfhose side? the king’s, — ^no, on both in one, or 
one in both. I am the king ; for so stands the comparison : thou 
the beggar; for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I command 
thy love *2 I may : shall I enforce thy love ? I could ; shall I 
entreat thy love ? I will. What shall thou exchange for rags 'i 
robes ; for tittles ? titles ; for thyself ? me. Thus, expecting thy 
reply, I profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and 
my heart on thy every part. — Thine, in the dearest design of 
industry, Don Adriano db Armado. 

“ Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey. 

Submissive fall his princely feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to play : 

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then ? 

Food for his rage, repasture for his den.” 

JPrin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this 
letter ? 

What 'vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 

I am much deceiv'd but I remember the style. 

jPrm. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it erewhile. 

Boyet This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here in 
court ; 

A phantasm, Moiiarcho, and one that makes sport 

annotate; and we willmgly restore the coined word.” But Mr. Knight 
may rest assured that lie is mistaken, and that “ a:nnothanize ” n merely 
a misprint for annothamize^^ or ^^anotamize,^^ an old incorrect spelling 
of anatomize:^ compare The Tmgedie of Glaudxm Tiberim Nero, 1607, 

^^Ayiotamize this sepulchre of shame.” Sig. N 2. 

(In As you Him it^ act i sc. i, the folio has but should I miathomtze 
him to thee,” &o. ; and in All*s well that ends well, act iv. se. 3, “ I 
would gladly have him see his company anathomifd,^^ &c.) — 1863. I 
find that 1 ^. Staunton gives annothanize,” and "Mr. Grant White 
** annotanize,” — voces nihili. 
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To the prince and his hook-mates. 

Tnn, Thon fellow, a word : 

Who gave thee this letter ^ 

Cost I told yon ; my lord. 

Prm. To whom shouldst thon give it ? 

Cost From my lord to my lady. 

Frin, From which lord to which lady ^ 

Cost From my Lord Biron, a good master of mine, 

To a lady of France that he calTd Eosaline. 

Frin. Thon hast mistaken his letter. — Come, lords, 
away. — 

Here, sweet, put up this : Twill he thine another day. 

[Exeunt Frmcess and Train, 
Boyet Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor 
Bos, Shall I teach you to know ? 

Boyet Ay, my continent of heanty. 

Bos, Why, she that hears the bow. 

Finely put 

Boyet My lady goes to kill horns ; but, if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarry. 

Finely put on ! 

Bos. Well, then, I am the shooter. 

Boyet And who is your deer ? 

Bos. 11’ we choose by the horns, yourself: come not 
near. 

Finely put on, indeed ! 

Mar. Yon still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she strikCvS 
at the brow. 

Boyet But she herself is hit lower: have I hit her 
now 1 

hos. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, that 
was a man when King Pejiin of France was a little boy, 
as touching the hih it ? 

(58) smtor f who %s the smtor ?] The old eds. have “ Who 

ii, /Ae shooter .... shooter?’’ — It appears that in Shakespeare’s days 
mitor was generally (if not always) prononnced shooter: hence the quib- 
bling in this dialogue. 

(69) I once suspected that these w<^rds, as well as 

the subsequent ^‘Finely put on!^^ and Finely put on, indeed I should 
be a*^sig!ie<l to Costard. 
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Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old, that was 
a woman when Queen Gumever of Britain was a little 
wench, as touching the hit it. 

Bos. 

“ Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it,’^ 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man.’^ 

Bo yet 

An I cannot, cannot, cannot, 

An I cannot, anotlier can.” 

[Exeunt Bos. and KatK 

Cost By my troth, most pleasant : how both did lit it ! 

Mar. A mark marvellous well shot, for they both did 
hit it.^®^^ 

Boyet A mark i 0, mark but that mark 1 A mark, says 
my lady ! 

Let the mark have a prick in’t, to mete at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide 0 ’ the bow-hand ! iTaith, your hand is out. 

Cost Indeed, 'a must shoot nearer, or hell ne'er hit the 
clout. 

Boyet. An if my hand be out, then belike your hand 
IS in. 

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving the 
pin.<«^> 

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily; your lips grow 
foul. 

Cost. She's too hard for you at pricks, sir : challenge her 
to bowl. 

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing. Good night, my good 
owX [Exeunt Boyet and Maria. 

Cost By my soul, a swain I a most simple clown I 
Lord, Lord, how the ladies and I have put Mm down 1 
O' my troth, most sweet jests 1 most incony vulgar wit ! 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it were, so 
fit, 

* Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it^^ &o.] This song, to the tune of 
which there was a dance, appears to have been popular. 

(“°) Not in the old eds. 

f i) the ^m.] So the second folio —The earlier eds. have the is 
(a repetition from the preceding line). 
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Armador^®^^ 0' the one side — 0 , a most dainty man I 
To see him walk before a lady and to bear her fan ! 

To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly ’a will 
swear ’ — 

And his page o' t' other side, that handful of wit ! 

Ah, lieavens, it is a most pathetical nit ^ 

Sola, sola 1 [ShoutiTig within, 

[Exit Costard, running. 

(®^) Armador\ The quarto has ‘‘ Armatho ; ” the folio “ Armathor.” 
Now, as Costard elsewhere is troubled with the infirmity of eitlier for- 
getting or blundering 111 the Spaniard’s name (at p. 166 he stammers 
out ‘‘Signior Arm — Ann — commends you;” and again, at p. 211, he 
says, “Of Dun Admmadio, Dun Adramadio^\ we may conclude that 
it was intended he should blunder here : but (as will be seen) he does 
not blundei, if we read, with the quarto, “Armatho he does, if we 
adopt the reading of the folio, “ Armathor,” — w^hich, however, in a 
modern text must be “ ArmadorJ^ 

According to the old eds., at p. 194, Armado’s letter is sigmd ^ Don 
Adriano de Armatho,” — at p. 201, Jaquenetta speaks of Aunatho,” 
— at p. 218, Sir Nathaniel mentions him as ^HnMuUd, nominated, or 
called, Don Adnano de Armatho,” — and, at p. 235, the King terms 
Moth “ Armathoes Hence it is evident, either that Shakespeare 

hesitated between “Armacfo” and “Armatho,” or (what is most pro- 
bable) that he had originally wiitten “Armatho,” — that he afterwaids 
preferred “Amac^o,” — and that by an oversight the former spelling was 
retained in some places of the Ms. of the “newly corrected and 
■augmented” play (see the title-page of the quarto, 1598). Throughout 
a modern e<lition, therefore, the name must be invariably given -with 
that spelling which occurs most frequently in the old copies. (In 
Twelfth-Night, act iii. sc. 2, the tolio has “ Maluolio is turned Heathen, 
a veiie Renegatho”) 

What Costard here says of Arraado seems strangely out of place . 
and a line which rhymed to the seventh line of this speech is no doubt 
wanting, — 1863. Mr. Staunton “has more than a suspicion that the 
whole passage, from my troth, most sweet jests 1 ’ &c., or, at least, 
from ‘ Armador 0’ the one side,’ &c., down to * Ah, heavens 1 it is a most 
pathetical nit I ’ belongs to the previous aoi^and in the original MvS. 
foJiowed Costard’s panegyiic on the page, — ^ My sweet ounce of man’s 
fiesh ! my incony Jew ’ ’ It is evidentiy out of place in the present 
scene, and quite appropriate in the one indicated.” 

0’ the one Mr. Grant White prints “ 0’ the to side,^^ observ- 

ing that “the original [the folio] has ^ath to the side’:” but he says 
nothing of the reading of the quarto (which, in fact, is the original), 
“ath tootlien sidef 
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SCKNE ir. Another part of the park. 

Enter Holofbrnbs, Sir Kathaniel, and Dulu 

Nath. Very reverend sport, truly ; and done in tke testi* 
mony of a good conscience. 

Hoi The deer was, as you know, in sangurs, — blood 
ripe as a pomewater, who now hangeth like a jewel in the 
ear of — the sky, the welkin, the heaven ; and 

anon falleth like a crab on the face of terra, — the soil, the 
land, the earth. 

Nath Truly, Master Holofernes, the epithets are sweetly 
varied, like a scholar at the least : but, sir, I assure ye, it 
was a buck of the first head. 

Hoi. Sir Fathaniel, hand credo. 

Dull. ’Twas not a hand credo ; 'twas a pricket. 

Hoi Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of insinua* 
tion, as it were, via, in way, of explication ; facere, as it 
were, replication, or, rather, ostentare, to show, as it were, his 
inclination, — after his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, 
unpruned, untrained, or, rather, unlettered, or, ratherest, un- 
confirmed fashion, — to insert again my hand credo for a 
deer., 

Dull. I said the deer was not a hand credo; Twas a 
pricket. 

Hoi Twice-sod simplicity, lis coctus ! 

0 thou monster Ignorance, how deform&d dost thou look ! 

Nath Sir, he hath pever fed of the dainties that are bred 
111 a book ; 

he hath not eat paper, as it were 5 he hath not drunk ink : 
his intellect is not replenished ; he is onlyeUn animal, only 
sensible in the duller parts : 

And such barren plants are set before us, that we thankful 
should be — 

in sanguis, — hhod ;] The old eds. have “ aaiiguis in MoodJ^ 
cceliim, — ^1 The old eds. have edoP — Maloiie*^appears to have 
thought that Holofernes was using an Italian word here, for in his note 
he cites Morio’s Diet. ! 
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Wliicli we of taste and feeling are — for those parts that do 
fructify in us more than he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, or a 
fool, 

So, were there a patch set on learning, to him in a 

school : 

But, omne hene, say I ; being of an old father’s mind, — 
Many can brook the weather that love not the wind ” 

Bull. You two are book-men : can you tell by your wit 
What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not five weeks 
old as yet ? 

Hoi. Dictymia, goodmau Dull ; DicLyiina/®"^ goodmaii 
Dull 

Bull. What is Dictynna ^ 

Nath A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 

Hoi The moon wms a' month old when Adam was no more, 
And raught not to five weeks when he came to five-score. 
The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Bull. ’Tis true indeed; the collusion holds m the ex- 
change. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the allusion holds 
in the exchange. 

Bull And I say, the pollusion holds in the exchange ; for 
the moon is never but a month old : and I say beside, that 
’twas a pricket that the princess killed. 

Hoi Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal epitaph 
on the death of the deer ? and, to humour the ignorant, I have 
called the deer the princess killed a pricket 

Nath Perge, good Master Holofer:^s, p^rge ; so it shall 
please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hoi I will something affect the letter, for it argues fa- 
cility., 

C®) we of taste^ So Tyrwhitt — The old eds. omit of” 

So Mr. Oollik’^s Coriector. — The old edc? have — 

The earlier part of this speech is evidently corrupted . the whole of it 
to be m loose rhyming verse. 

(®s) Dictynna ..... D^ctynna^ Here the old eds. have 
sinia,” and ni tlf& next .speech 

(®^) to humour the igymmni, I have called] The wordb ^ A have” were 
inserted by Row e. 
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The preyfnK'^O princess pierc’d and prick’d a pretty pleasing 
pricket ; 

Some say a sore ; but not a sore, till now made sore with, 
shooting. 

The dogs did yeU : put I to sore, then sore! jumps from thicket ; 

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel ; the people fall a-hooting. 

If sore be sore, then I to sore makes fifty sores . 0 sore 1 1 
Of one sore I an hundred make by adding but one more 1. 

Nath. A rare talent ! 

Bull {aside]^ If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him 
with a talent. 

This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ; a foolish 
extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, shapes, objects, ideas, 
apprehensions, motions, revolutions : these are begot in the 
ventricle of memory, nourished in the womb of pia mat&r, and 
delivered upon the mellowing of occasion. But the gift is 
good in those in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you : and so may my 
parishioners; for their sons are well tutored by you, and 
their daughters profit very greatly under you: you are a 
good member of the commonwealth. 

EqI. Mehercle^ if their sons be ingenious, they shall want 
no instruction ; if their daughters be capable, I will put it 
to them : but, mV sapit qui pauca loquitur. A soul feminine 
saliiteth us. 


Enter Jaquenetta and Costaru. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person. 

Hoi Master person , — quasi pers-on. And if one should 
be pierced, which is tSe one ? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is likest to a 
hogshead. 

Hoi Of piercing a hogshead a good lustre of conceit 


0*) If the right reading, means pursuing prey or game.” 

The second folio has praiseiul.” 

Hoi.]^ Here the old eds. have and repeatedly after- 

wards in this scene thuy make a strange contusion of names. 

Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead f] The Cambridge Editors print 
** HoL Piercing a hogshead \ ” under the idea that “ the word ‘ Of,* which 
In the original Ms. was part of the stage-direction [prefixl * Holof.,’ has 
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in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, pearl enough for a 
swine : ’tis pretty ; it is well. 

Jaq, Good master person, he so good as read me this 
letter : it was given me by Costard, and sent me from Don 
Armado:^^^^ I beseech you, read it. 

Hoi. Fauste,'"^ precor, gelidd q%tanclo peons omne suit umhrd 
Muminat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan ! I may 
speak of thee^as the traveller doth of Venice ^ 

VenegiUjI; Venegia, 

Chi non te vede^ ei non to pregia. 

Old Mantuan, old Mantuan ! who understandeth thee not, 
loves thee not. — Utj re, sol, la, fa. — Under pardon, sir, 
what are the contents ? or rather, as Horace says m his — 
What, my soul, verses ? 

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

Hoi. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse ; %e, domine. 
Nath, [reads'] 

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to love ? 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow^d 1 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee 111 faithful prove ; 

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers bow’d 


crept into tlie test.” This is a very ingemous mode of accounting for 
a word which ceitainly would be better away . but (the prefixes to 
speeches in early plays being always much contracted) the prefix “ Hulot ” 
never occurs either m the quarto or the folio ed. of this comedy ; it is 
always abbreviated to Hoi. ; ” and what makes still more against the 
hypothesis of the Cambridge Editors is the fact, that to the present 
speech both the quarto and the folio prefix “ Nath.” 

j^ersoti,] Here the old eds. have “parson,” which Jaquenetta’s 
preceding speech shows to be an error. (An^ compare her speech in p. 
21 ^ “ Oui person misdoubts it,” &c.) 

- Armado:] The old eds. have “Annatho.” See note 62. 

* Fmste, &c.] The commencement of the First Eclogue of Mantuanus 
{i.e Baptista SpagiMilo), — ^in which the interlocutors are Fanstiis and 
Eoiiunatus j 

“ FanstCy precor^ gelidd (fimido peciis omne mdt umhrd 
Evmivnaty anflqnos paiilum recitemus amores,” &:c. 

t Vmegia, &c.l “ Our author, I believe, found this Italian proverb in 
Flo lie’s Second Frutes, 4to, 1 591, where it stands thus ; 

‘ M non U vede^ non ii pretia ; 

Ma chi ti vede, hen gli costaJ ” Malone. 
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study his bias leayes, and makes ins book thine eyes, 

Wliere all those pleasures live that art would comprehend : 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffi.ce , 

Well learned is that tongue that well can thee commend ; 

All Ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder, — 

Wliich is to me some praise that I thy parts admire : 

Thy eye Jove^s lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful thunder, 
Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fire. 

Celestial as thou art, O, pardon love this wrong, 

That sings the heavens’ praise with such an earthly tongue. 

Sol You find not the apostrophes, and so miss the accent : 
let me supervise the canzonet. Here are only^"^®^ numbers 
ratified; but, for the elegancy, facility, and golden cadence 
of poesy, caret. Ovidius Naso was the man : and why, in- 
deed, Naso, hut for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of 
fancy, the jerks of invention ? is nothing : so doth 

the hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse 
his rider. — But, damosella virgin, was this directed to 
you ^ 

Jag. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of the strange 
queen's lords.^^^^ 

Sol I will overglance the superscript : To the snow- 
white hand of the most beauteous Lady Eosaline.” I will look 
again on the intellect of the letter, for the nomination of the 

C®) Celestial as thou art^ 0, pardon love this urong, 

That sings the heavens' praise with such an earthlg tongue."] 

The meaning plainly is — Celestial as tliou art, 0, pardon the wrong 
love does in singing the heavens’ praise (that is, thine) with such an 
earthly tongue. Yet th^iiodern editors alter the punctuation to 0 
pardon, love, tliiS wrong,’’ &c. — In the second line the old eds. o^it 
« — an omission, says Walker, ** obviously wrong, Bead, as in The 
Passionate Pilgrim^ is. ‘ That sings the heavens’ praise.’ ” Grit. 

&c., vol. iii. p. 38 . 

(7®) B&re (we only, te] To this the old eds. paTxx ^^Nath’’ See 
note 71 . 

Imitari] The old eds. have 

Jaq. Ay^ sir j from one MoTisiem Biron ^ om of the strange queen's 
But, as the reader know», Biroii was one of the Icing's lords ; 
and Jaquenetta has previously said that the letter was sent to her from 
Don Armado.— Here Theobald made a very violent alteration, — Mason’s 
remark, that Shakespeare forgot himself in this passage,” is no more 
satisfactory than i\lr Knight’s, that ^‘it was the vocation of Jaquenetta 
to blunder.” 
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party writing to the person written unto : Your ladyship’s 
in all desired employment, Bibon.” — S ir Nathaniel, this Biron is 
one of the votaries with the king ; and here he hath framed 
a letter to a sequent of the stranger queen's, which acci- 
dentally, or by the way of progression, hath miscarried. — 
Trip and go, my sweet ; deliver this paper into the royal 
hand of the king: it may concern much. Stay not thy 
compliment ; i forgive thy duty : adieu. 

Jag^. Good Costard, go witli me. — Sir, God save your life ! 

Cost Have with thee, my girl. \_Exemit Cost, and Jag. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, very 
religiously ; and, as a certain father saith — 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father ; I do fear colourable 
colours. But to return to the verses : did they please you, 
Sir Nathaniel ^ 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hot I do dine to-day at the father’s of a certain pupil of 
mine ; where, if, before repast, it shall please you to gratify 
the table with a grace, I will, on my privilege I have with 
the parents of the foresaid child or pupil, undertake your 
hen venuto ; where I will prove those verses to be very un- 
learned, neither savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention : I 
beseech your society. 

Nath. And thank you too ; for society, saith the text, is 
the happiness of life. 

Hot And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes it. — 
Sir po Dulll, I do invite you too ; you shall not say me nay : 
fanca mrla. Away ! the gentles are their game, and w^e 
will to our recreation. [Exeunt. 


SoEN]Br HI. Another part of the park 
Enter Biron, with a paper. 

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer ; I am coursing 
myself : they have pitched a toil : I am toiling in a pitch, 
— ^pitch that ^efiles : defile I a foul word Well, Sit thee 


P) writing] The old eds, have ** written.’ 
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down, sorrow for so they say the fool said, and so say 
1, and I the fool : well proved, wit I By the Lord, this 
love is as mad as Ajax : it kills sheep ; it kills me, I a 
sheep : well proved again o' my side ! I will not love : if 
I do, hang me ; i' faith, I will not. 0, but her eye, — by 
this light, but for her eye, I would not love her ; yes, for 
her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but lie, and 
lie in my throat. By heaven, I do love : audit hath taught 
me to rhyme, and to be melancholy ; and here is part of 
my rhyme, and here my melancholy. Well, she hath one 
o’ my sonnets already : the clown bore it, the fool sent it, 
and the lady hath it : sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest 
lady ! By the world, I would not care a pin, if the other 
three were in — Here comes one with a paper : God give 
him grace to groan ’ [ Gets up into a tree. 

Enter the King, with a paper. 

King. Aj me ^ 

Biron [aside] Shot, by heaven 1 — Proceed, sweet Cupid : 
thou hast thumped him with thy bird-bolt under the left 
pap — In faith, secrets 1 

King, [i^eads] 

“ So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 

As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have sniot 
The night of dew(®i) that on my cheeks down flows : 

Kor shines the silver moon one half so bright 
Through the transparent bosom of the deep, 

As doth thy facT through tears of mine give light ; 

Thou shin^st in every tear that I do weep : 

Ko drop but as a coach doth carry thee ; 

So ridest thou triiimphing in my woei 
Do hut behold the tears tliat swell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will show : 

(^) Sit thee down, sorrow i] Here the old eds. liave *'*Set theeT . 
but previously, at p. 169, they agree in having “ SitJ* 

The mght of dew] Wliicli “phrase/^ says St^j^venSj “however 
quaint, is the poet's own. Ho means the deto that nightly flows dow 7 h Ins 
cheeksd^ — It has been altered to “ The dew of night,” 
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But do not love tliyself ; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 

0 queen of queens ’ how far thou dost excel, 

JSTo thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell.*^*— 

How shall she know my griefs ? Ill drop the paper ; — 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. — Who is he comes here ? 

aside. 

What, Longavllle ^ and reading ! listen, ear. 

JBiron. \€i$ide\ hTow, in thy likeness, one more fool appear ! 


Enter Longaville, with a paper. 

Long. Ay me, I am forsworn ! 

Biron. \aside\ Why, he comes in like a perjure, wear- 
ing papers. 

[aside'] In love, I hope : sweet fellowship in 
shame 1 

Biron. [aside] One drunkard loves another of the name. 
Long. Am I the first that have been perjurM so ? 

Biron. [aside] I could put thee in comfort, — ^not by two 
that I know : 

Thou mak’st the triumviry, the corner-cap of society, 

The shape of Love's Tyburn that hangs up simplicity. 

LoTig. I fear these stubborn lines lack power to move ; — 
0 sweet Maria, empress of my love ! — 

These numbers will I tear, and write in prose, 

Biron. [aside] 0, rhymes are guards on wanton Cupid's 
hose: 

Disfigure not his slop 


(S2) how far tho% dost excd^ The old eds. have ‘^hoiofarre dost thou 
excell” by au accidental transposition (as the next line shows). 

(S3J perjure^ i.e. perjurer. This word was formerly common enough 
(which I mention because here some editors print “perjured”). 

(S*) King.] The old eds. have 

(® 5 ) Eisjignre mt his slop.] The old eds. have “ his shop” — In 

my Few Motes, &c., p. 55, I expressed myself in favour of the reading 
“shape:” but I now adhere to because “The shape of Lovers 

Tyburn^ &c., o«urs only a few lines before. (We find the singular 
“slop” in Borneo and Juliet, act ii. sc. 4, “your French slop.”) 
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Long. Tins same shall go. — [Beads. 

Bid not the heavenly rhetoric of tliine eye, 

^Gainst whom the world can not hold arpfiuneiit,, 

Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 

A woman I forswore ; but I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not iliee : 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love 

Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace m me. 

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost tniiic, 
ExhaTst this vapour-vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine : 

If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To lose an oath to win a paradise ^ ” 

Biron. [aside\ This is the liver-vein, which makes flesh 
a deity, 

A green goose a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 

God amend us, God amend ! we are much out o' the way. 
Long, By whom shall I send this ? — Company ! stay. 

asidp, 

Biron, [asicZe] AU hid, all hid, an old infant play. 

Like a demigod here sit I in the sky, 

And wretched fools' secrets^^®^ heedfully o'er-eye. 

More sacks to the mill ! 0 heavens, I have my" wish ! 

' Enter Bumain, with a petper. 

Dumain transform'd ! four woodcocks in a dish I 
' Bmn. 0 most divide Kate ! 

Biron. [asme] 0 most profane coxcomb ! 

Bum, By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 

Biron, [aside\ By earth, she is but corporal there 
you lie. 

Bum, Her amber hairs for foul have amber quoted. 

And wretched fooli ‘‘ * souU secrets, ’ I think.’’ 

Walker’s Grit, Exam.^ &c., vol. ii p. 296. 

(®^) sli& is but corporal/} The old eds. have she corporalV — 

Ho misprint is more common than that of not ” for “ huU 
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Biron. {aside] An amber-colonr’d raven was well noted 

Bum. As upright as the cedar. 

B'lrofi [aside] Stoops/®®^ I say ; 

Her shoulder is with child. 

Bum. As fair as day. 

Biron. [aside] Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must 
shine. 

Bum. 0, that I had my wish ! 

Long, [asid^ And I had mine ! 

King [aside] And mine too, good Lord ! 

Biron. [asid^ Amen, so I had mine : is not that a good 
■“word ? 

B%m. I would forget her ; but a fever she 
Eeigns in my blood, and will remember’d be, 

Biron. [aside] A fever in your blood ! why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers: sweet misprision! 

Bum. Once more I’ll read the ode that I have writ. 

Biron. [aside] Once more 111 mark how love can vary wit. 

Bum. [reads] 

“ On a day — alack the day ! — 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair 
Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind, 

All unseen, can passage find 
That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so 1 
But, alack, my hand is sworn 
Ee’er to pluck thee from thy thorn ; — 


Stoops,] So Air. Swynfen Jervis. — ^The old eds. have ‘^Stoope.” 
ij Was added in the second folio. 

( 90 ) can passage fiiid ;] Our early poets (as here) use “ can ” for “ gan ” 
or began” in passages without number * and see Bichaidsohs Dik. m 
V. Omi. — The copy of this poem in England's Helicon, i6oo, has *‘san 
pmsagefind:^ 

( 01 ) Wished 


thy 3 


The old eds. ha*^ “ Wish and “ thg throne,” — Corrected in England's 
Helicon. 
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Vow, alack, for youtli unmeet, 

Youtli so apt to pluck a sweet 1 
Do not call it s n in me, 

That I am forsworn for thee ; 

Thou for whom Jove would bwear 
J uno hut an Etliiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love.” 

This will I send, and something else more plain, 

That shall express my true love's lasting pain/^®^ 

0, would the king, Biron, and Longaville, 

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a peijur’d note ; 

For none offend where all alike do dote. 

Long, [advancing] Dumain, thy love is far from charity, 
That in love's grief desir'st society : 

You may look pale, hut I should blush, I know, 

To be o'erheard and taken napping so. 

King, [advancing] Come, sir, your blush : as his your 

case is such ; 

You chide at him, offending twice as much : 

You do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile, 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart ! 

I have been closely shrouded in this bush, 

And mark'd you both, and for you both did blush : 

I heard your guilty rhymes, observ'd your fashion, 

Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 


whom Jove] Eowe in his sec. ed. gave ^^whom eVn /ow.”— 
AValker says, ‘‘Were it not for the concluding line, I should conjecture, 
‘Thou for whose love Jove.’” Crit. Exam., &C5 vol. iiL p. 39. — Mr. 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ Thou for whom great JoveP 

lasting So Capell, Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and Mr. 

^hngcr’s Ms Corrector. — The old eds. have “ fasting paine.” According 
to Johnson, here “fasting” means “longing, hungry, wanting;” and 
Mr. Grant White retains that reading at the suggestion of a friend, who 
defends it rather oddly. 

Come, sir, your blush ;] The old eds. have ^ Come sir, you 
Uushf — Corrected by Walker {Grit Msam,, &c., vol. ii.*p. 190) ; also by 
l^T r. Bwynfen J ervis, who was not aware that Walker had anticipated him. 
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Ay me ! says one ; 0 Jove ! the other cries ; 

One’s hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes 

You would for paradise break faith and troth; [To Loivj. 

And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. [To Dum^ 

What will Biron say when that he shall heai 

Of faith infringed, which such zeal did swear 

How win. he scorn ! how will he spend his wit 1 

How will he. triumph, leap, and laugh at it ! 

Eor all the wealth that ever I did see, 

I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron, How step I forth to whip hypocrisy. 

[Descends from the tree,. 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me ! 

Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ^ 

Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears 
There is no certain princess that appears ; 

You’ll not he perjur’d, ’tis a hateful thing ; 

Tush, none hut minstrels like of sonneting ! 

But are you not ashamed ? nay, are you not, 

All three of you, to he thus much o’ershot ? 

You found his mote ; the king your mote did see ; 

But I a beam do find ii* each of three. 

0, what a scene of foolery have I seen, 

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of ^teen ! 

0 me, with what strict patience ha^e I sat, 

To see a king transformed to a gnat 

Om^s hairs were gola, crystal the otJi^s eyes :] The quarto has 
her haires weie” <&c, ; the folio, **Oii her itaims were^ &c. ; the 
otner fohos omit ‘‘ One,” — and so the earlier editors. — I adopt the cor- 
rection of Walker {Id. vol, iii p, 39 , — where his editor observes ; “ The 
modern received riding One, her hairs were gold, crystal the otker^s 
eyes^] has two mniortunate defects: -it is against sense and metre. 
Walker’s conjecture satisfies both”). 

(96) Of faith infringe, which such zeal did swear ^ So Walker {Id. 
ihd.) and Mr. Swynfen Jervis independently. — The quarto and the 
folio have Faith infringed, which f &c. — The second folio gives A 
faith infringed, which such a zeale did swearel^ 

(97) m^coache’i; to] The old eds. have couches,” &c. (The 
allusion is to tfee king^s copy of verses, — Ho drop but as a coach doth 
carry thee,” &c.) 

(9y) fo see a king transfomiM to a gnat /] Alluding to the singing 
VOL. 11. 
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To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 

And profound Solomon tuning' a jig, 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 

Where lies ‘thy grief, O, tell me, good Dumain ? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 

And where my liege’s ? all about the breast : — 

A caudle, ho ! 

King. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view ? 

Biron. Not you to me, but I betray’d by you:^^®^ 
I, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ; 

I am betray’d, by keeping company 

With men like you, men of inconstancy 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 

Or groan for love or spend a minute’s time 


of that insect, suggested by the poetry the King had been detected in.'' 

Heath. But Theobald once conjectured transformed to a qnat 1 ” 

— which Mr. Staunton also suspects to be the true reading i 

Not you to me, lut I betrayed by you .*] The old eds, have “ Not 
you by me, but I betrafd to you:^* but the sense (as Mason saw) posi- 
tively requiies that ^‘by’' and “to” should be transposed: compare 
what precedes and what follows. 

(100) With men like you, men of inconstancy.] Both the quarto and 
the folio have 

^With men, like men of inconstancies^ 

(not, as some editors state, “ With men-like men,^^ &c.). — The second 
loHo has 


^With men, like men of strang [strange] inconstancy, 

the line being restored to metre, but not to sense. — Mason's conjecture, 

^^With moon-lihe men, of strange inconstancy's 

is, no doubt, ingenious : I must prefer, however- and '‘have adopted, 
Walker's correction {Grit Exam,, &c., vol. hi. p. 40), though Walker 
himself was not satisfied with it, 

(i®i) Or groan for So the copy of the quarto belonging to the 

Duke of Devonshire (“tfr grme for Louefss), — ^All the other (known) 
copies of the quarto have “ Or grone for lone/ — ^instead of which last 
word the folio has “ loane ; ” and those who still defend that reading 
compare the couplet spoken by Biron at the close of act lii. (p. 191), 

“ groan : 

Some men must love my lady, and some Joanns 
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In pruning me ^ When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A leg, a limb ? — 

King. Soft ! whither away so fast ? 

A true man or a thief that gallops so ? 

Biron. I post from love : good lover, let me go. 


Enter Jaquenbtta and Costard. 

Jaq. God bless the king ^ 

King. What present hast thou there 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

Cost. ITay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither, 

The treason and you go in peace away together. 

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read : 

Our person misdoubts it ; it was treason, he said. 

King. Biron, read it over. [Qining Mm the letteT.I Where 
hadst thou it ? 

Jaq. Of Costard. 

King. Where hadst thou it ? 

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 

\BiTon tears the letter. 
King. How now ! what is in you ? why dost thou tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy.: your grace needs not 
fear it. 

Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore let's 
hear it. 

jD%m. It is Biroii's writing, and here is his name. 

[Picking up the pieces. 
Biron. po Gostard\ Ah, you whoreson loggerhead! you 
were born to do me shame. — 

Guilty, my lord, guilty ! I confess, I confess. 

King. What? 

^p02) What f resent hast thou there Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector sub- 
-stitutes peasant, hast thou th&reP^ 

( 103 ) So the old eds. See p. 20i ; and note 73. 
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Biron. That you three fools lack’d fool to make up 

the mess : 

He, he, and you, — you, my liege, — and I, 

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 

O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
jDwm. ITow the numher is even. 

Biron, True, true ; we are four. — 

Will these turtles he gone ? 

King, Hence, sirs ; away ! 

Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors stay. 

{Exeunt Costard and Jaquenetta, 
Biron Sweet lords, sweet lovers, 0, let us embrace ! 

As true we are as flesh and blood can be : 

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face ; 

Young blood doth but^^^®^ obey an old decree : 

We cannot cross the cause why we were born ; 

Therefore of all hands must we be forsworn. 

King, What, did these rent lines show some love of thine ? 
Biron, Did they, quoth you Who sees the heavenly 
Eosaline, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east, 

Bows not his vassal head, and, strucken blind. 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

King, What zeal, what fury hath inspir’d thee now ? 

My love, her mistress^ is a gracious moon ; 

She an att;^nding star, scarce seen a light. 

Biron, My eyes are, then, no eyes, nor I Biron : 

0, but for my love, day would turn to pight i 
Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty 
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 

Mr. Swynfen Jervis would read 
Mr. W N. Lettsom reads ^^even.’’ 

^106 j ];^ave ‘‘not.”— Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector 

suDStitutes “yet;*’ which is not so good as Mr. CoHier’s own correc- 
tion, 

pLoth you ^ Is this an interpolation ? 
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Where several worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek. 

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fie, painted rhetoric ’ 0, she needs it not : 

To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs, — 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot 
A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy: 

O, ’tis the sun that maketh all things shine. 

King, By heaven, thy love is black as ebony, 

Biron, Is ebony like her ? 0 wood^^^^^ divine I 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 

O, who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack, 

If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

bTo face is fair that is not full so black. 

King, 0 paradox ! Black is the badge of hell, 

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night 
And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well. 

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of 
light. 

'O, if in black my lady’s brow^^^^^ be deckt, 

It mourns that painting and^^^^^ usurping hair 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 

Her favour turns the fashion of the days. 

For native blood is counted painf^g now ; 

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise; 

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 

/108) ^oodl The old eds. have “ word.” 

( 109 ) night ;] Theobald conjectured “ tliQ stole of night f 
but adopted Warburton^s reading, “ the scowl of night ” — The old eds. 
have The Schoole of mghtT — I now believe that Warbiirton saw the 
true lection here. Compare ‘‘At last, i/ie scowling night with pitchy 
clouds began to overspread the brightsome heavens,” &c, Johiison^s Semn 
Vhampmis of Ghfistendom^ Part First, sig. S verso, ed. 4 to, n. d. 

(110) The old eds. have “browes.” 

and'\ This“a?i<3J” (misprinted “an”) was added in the second 

folio. 
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JDum. To look like her are chimney-sweepers black. 

Long. And since her time are colliers counted bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion crack. 

Bim. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light. 
Biron. Yonr mistresses dare never come in rain, 

For fear their colonrs should be wash'd away. 

King ’Twere good, yours did ; for, sir, to tell you plain,. 

Ill find a fairer face not wash'd to-day. 

Biron. Ill prove her fair, or talk till doomsday here. 

King. Ho devil will fright thee then so much as she. 
Bum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 

Long. Look, here's thy love : my foot and her face see. 

{Showing his sAoe. 

Biron. 0, if the streets were pavM with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 

Bum. 0 vile ! then, as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walk'd overhead. 

King. But what of this ? are we not all in love ^ 

Biron. Nothing so sure and thereby all forsworn. 
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron, now prove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Bum. Ay, marry, there ; some flattery for this evil. 

Long. 0, some authority how to proceed ; 

Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil. 

Biom. Some salve for perjury. 

Biron. 0, 'tis more than need. — 

Have at you, then, affection^s men-at-arms 
Consider what you first did swear unto, — 

Q-'^) Nothing so sure ;] The quarto and the folio have 0 nothing^a 
sure.” — Corrected m the second folio. 

(^^3) Consider idhat you first did swear unto , — &c.] I give this speech 
as it was given by Capell, and as* it assuredly ought to be given by 
every editor, — ^that is, freed from the ridiculous repetitions which 
encumber it in the old eds. There, after the line, 

Can you stUl dream, and ^ore, and thereon look 

we find 

For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 

Have found the ground of studies excellency 
Without the beauty of a womans face ; ^ 

From womens eyes this doctrine I deriue, 

They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Achadems, 
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To fast, to study, and to see no woman ; — 

Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth. 

Say, can yon fast ? yonr stomachs are too young ; 

And abstinence engenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd to study, lords, 

In that each of you have forsworn his book — 

Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 

Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries,^^^*^^ 

As motion and long- during action tire 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

Why. vniuersall 'plodding, &c. 

and again, after the line, 

“ And study too, the causer of your vow,'' 
the old edvS. have 

“ For where is any Author in the worlds 
Teaches such beauty as a womans eye : 

Learning is but an adiunct to our selfe, 

And where we are, our Learning likewise is : 

Then when our selues we see in Ladies eyes, 

With our selues [oTmUed in the second folio'] 

Doe we not likemse see our learning there ? 

0 we haue made a Yow to studie, Lords, 

And in that vow we haue forsworne cur Bookes : 

For when would you (my LeegeF 

According to the earliest edition, the quarto of 1598, Lovds Zahouds Lost 
was ‘‘newly corrected and augmented” by the author : and nothing can 
be plainer than that in this speech we have two passages both in their 
original and in their altered shape, — the compositor having confounded 
the new matter with the old. — The play, as it stands in the folio, vras 
reprinted from the quarto. 

( 114 ) Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries,] 

The old eds. have ^^Why, vniueisall plodding poysoiia vj>,” &C. ; nor in 
the expression “persons up,^^ taken by itself, is there anything objec- 
tionable, since up ” was often so used after certain verbs {e.g. 

‘‘ Woo^i drink up eisel?” Hamlet, act v. sc. i, 

“ Enough to stifle such a villain upT King John, act iv. sc. 3) : 

but here the context distinctly proves that “ povsons ” is an error for 
prisons ” (Tlie folio has the same misprint in The First Fart of M'ng 
Henry VL act jr. sc. 4, 

“ for boyiing choller chokes 
The hollow passage of mj pouson^d voyce,”) 
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Now, for not looking on a woniau’s face, 

Yon have in that forsworn the use of eyes. 

And study too, the causer of your vow ; 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes 
Of beauty's tutors have enrich'd you with? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore, finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 

But, with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in every power, 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye, — 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d : 

Love's feeling is more soft and sensible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails : 

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : 

For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet and musical 
As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair ; 

And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

P®) heaut'^s] The old eds have “beautis and beauties.^^ — Hanmer 
reads “ beauteous.” ^ 

the voice of all the aoSs. 

Mahe^ 

So, earlier in this speech, p. 215, we find 

“ In that each of you have forsworn his book,” <&c. ; 

and passages with the same construction occur in oxner plays of Shake- 
speare ; e,g. in H(mLe% act i sc. 2, 

more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow f — 

it being very common for our early writers to put a verb plural after 
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ITever durst poet touch a pen to write 
Until his ink were temper’d with Love’s sighs ; 

0, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humanity 
From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 

They are the hooks, the arts, the academes, 

That show, contain, and nourish all the world, 

Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 

Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 

Or keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 

For wisdom’s sake, a word that all men love ; 

Or for love’s sake, a word that loves^^^^^*^ all men ; 

Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women; 

Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men ; 

Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves, 

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths. 

It is religion to be thus forsworn ; 

For charity itself fulfils the law, — 

And who can sever love from charity ? 

Xing, Saint Cujiid, then ! and, soldiers, to the field ^ 
JBiron. Advance your standards, and upon them, lords ; 
Pell-mell, down with them ! but be first advis’d, 

In conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Long, Flow to plain-dealing ; lay these glozes by : 


nominative singular when a genitive plural intervenes, Ooinpare 
Beaumont and Fletcher's JBonduca, 


on whos«j pikes 

TJie honour of their actions sit in triumph.” Act 1 sc. i. 

‘‘ if he stir, a deadly tempest 

Of linage stones fall upon us.” Act v. sc. 3. 

Indeed, examples of this usage might he multiplied without end. (In 
the present passage Mr. Colher and Mr. Knight print Makes,” tliouurh 
in that just quoted from Hamlet they retain allow.” Mr. Collier, too, 
observes, ^‘Malone, following the folio, reads Mahe:^^ but the quarto 
has “ Make ” as well as the folio.) 

humanity , The old eds. have “humilitie.” — Corrected by 
Walker {Gnt, Exam,, &c., vol. iii. p. 41) ; and so too Mr. Colliefs Ms. 
CJorrector. 

Zom] Hanmer printed moves ” 
authors] The old eds. have author.” 
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Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ? 

King. And win them too : therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them m their tents. 

Biron, First, from the park let us conduct them thither ; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 

Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dances, masques, and merry hours, 

Forerun fair Love, strewing her^^^®^ way with flowers. 

King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted, 

That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Biron. Allans ! allons / — Sow’d cockle reap'd no corn ; 

And justice always whirls in equal measure : 

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 

If so, our copper buys no better treasure. [Exeunt 


ACT V. 

Scene I. A part of the parlc. 

Enter Holofeenes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Kol. Satis quod sicjfficit. 

Nath. I praise God for you, bik your reasons at dinner 
have been sharp and sententious ; pleasant without sciuTility, 
witty without affection, audacious without impudency, learned 
without opinion, and strange without heresy. I did converse 
this quondam day witiT a companion of the king's, who is in- 
tituled, nommated, or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

Sol. Novi hominem tanquam te : his humour is lofty, his 
discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his ambitious, his 
gait majestical, and his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, 
and thrasonical. He is too picked, too spruce, too affected,, 
too odd, as it were, too peregrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet, 

[Takes ouii^his talle-dooh 

h&r\ See note 56 on The Comedy of Errors. 
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Hoi. He draweth out tlie tliread of his verbosity Oner 
than the staple of his argument. I abhor such fanatical 
phantasms, such msociable and point-devise compamous ; 
such rackers of orthography, as to speak dout,” fine, when 
he should say “ doubt ; ” det,” when he should pronounce 
debt,’’ — d, e, b, t, not d, e, t : he clepeth a calf,’' '' cauf ; ” 
'' half,” '' hauf ; ” “ neighbour ” vocatur '' nebour ; ” neigh ” 
abbreviated '' ne.” This is abhominable, — which he would 
call abominable : it insinuateth one of insmiire ; ne intelligis, 
domine ? to wax frantic, lunatic.^^^^^ 

Hath. Zaus Deo, lone %nieUigo 

Hoi. Bone ! — lone for lene : Priscian a little scratched ; 
’twill serve. 

Nath. Videsne g%ds venit ? 

Hoi. Video, et gaudeo. 

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 

Arm. Chirrah ! [2b Moth. 

Hoi. Quare '' chirrah,” not sirrah ” ? 

Arm Men of peace, well encountered. 

Hoi. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth, [to Costard, aside^ They have been at a great feast 
of languages, and stolen the scraps. 

Cost. 0, they have lived long on the alms-basket of words. 

I marvel thy master hath not eaten thee for a word ; for thou 
art not so long by the head as honorificaliliUuUnitatilus : 
thou art easier swallowed than a flap-dragon. 

(121) it insinuateth one of insanire ; ne iiJuelligis, domine ? to wax 
lunaticJ] The old eds have “ it insinuateth me o/^nfamie .... 
to make franiidce, lunatickef — The alteration of me to “ one ” is made 
by Mr. Oollier^s Ms. Corrector. For the alterations “ insanire (m 'which 
reading I now find Walker agrees -with me, Grit. Exam., &c., vol. lii. p. 
41) and I am answerable. — In what immediately follows here, 

the Cambridge Editors print 

Nath. Zaus JDeo, bene intelligo. 

Hoi. Bon, bon, fort bon, Priscian ! a little scratched, Hwill servef 

1 can conceive nothing more unlikely than that Holofernes should call 
Nathaniel “ Priscian, and that he should not (to use the words of the 
Editors yn them'^hote) admit his perfect accuracy,” even when poor 
Nathaniel is guiltless of any blunder. Besides, French sounds rather 
oddly from the month of Holofernes, 
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Moth. Peace ! the peal begins. 

Arm \to Hol.^ Monsieur, are you not lettered ? 

Moth. Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn-book. — What 
is a, b, spelt backward, with the horn on his head ? 

Hoi. Ba, ptieritid, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn. — You hear his 
learning. 

IIol. Quis, quis, thou consonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them ; or the fifth, if I. 

Hoi. I will repeat them, — a, e, i, — 

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it, — o, u. 

Arm. ISTow, by the salt wave of the Mediterraneum, a 
sweet touch, a quick venue of wit, — snip, snap, quick and 
home ^ it rejoiceth my mtellect : true wit ! 

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man; which is wit- old. 

Hoi. What IS the figure ? what is the figure ? 

Moth. Horns. 

Hoi. Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip thy gig. 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip 
about your infamy circum circa, — a gig of a cuckold's horn. 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou shouldst 
have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is the very remunera- 
tion I had of thy master, thou halfpenny purse of wit, thou 
pigeon-egg of discretion. 0, an the heavens were so pleased 
that thou wert but my bastard, what a joyful father wouldst 
thou make me ! Go to ; thou hast it ad dunghill, at the 
fingers’ ends, as they say 

Hoi 0, I smell fal^e Latin ; “ dunghill ” for unguem. 

Arm. Art^-man, prceamlula ; we will be singled from 
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge- 
house^^^^^ on the top of the mountain ? 

Hoi. Or mans, the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

Hoi, I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure and ai* 

(^2) third] So Theobald.-— The old eds. have last^ 

a the charge-hoube] Steeveiis supposes it to mean *Hhe free- 
” Collier's Ms. Corrector substitutes “ large hous'\” 
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fection, to congratulate the princess at liei pavilion in the 
posteriors of this day, which the rude multitude call the 
afternoon. 

E'ol. The posterior of the day, most generous sir^ is lia- 
ble, congruent, and measurable for the afternoon : tne word 
is well culled, choice sweet and apt, I do assure yon, 
sir, I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and my familiar, 
I do assure ye, very good friend : — for what is inward 

between us, let it pass : — I do beseech thee, remember thy 
courtesy, — I beseech thee, apparel thy head : — and among 
other importunate and most serious designs, — and of great 
import indeed, too, — but let that pass : — for I must tell thee, 
it will please his grace, by the world, sometime to lean upon 
my poor shoulder, and with his royal finger, thus, daily with 
my excrement, with my mustacMo, — but, sweet heart, let that 
pass. By the world, I recount no fable : some certain special 
honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado, a sol- 
dier, a man of travel, that hath seen the world, — but let that 
pass. — The very all of all is, — but, sweet heart, I do implore 
secrecy, — that the king would have me present the princess, 
sweet chuck, with some delightful ostentation, or show, or 
pageant, or antic, or firework. Now, understanding that the 
curate and your sweet self are good at such eruptions and 
sudden breakings-out^^^^ of mirth, as it were, I have ac- 
(juainted you withal, to the end to crave your assistance. 

JSbL Sir, you shall present before her the Nine Worthies. 
— Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some entertainment of 
time, some show in the posterior of tfys day, to be rendered 

- well culled^ choice f\ So the second folio. — The earlier eds. have 

well culd, chose.” 

( 125 ) ^ modern addition. 

(126) ^eyriember thy courtesy,] When, in my Few Notes, &c., p. 56, I 
maintained that Malone was right in supposing that here we ought to 
read remember not thy courtesy,^' I had forgotten the following passage 
m Ben Jonson’s Bv&ry Man m his Hmnour ; To me, sir ' what do 
you mean ^ — Pray you, remember your courfsy. \_Reads] To his most 
selected friend, Master Edward Knowell — What might the gentleman^s 
name he, sir, that sent it 1 — Nay, pray you, be covered Works, i. 14, ed. 
Oifford. 

( 127 ) breaUngs-out] The old eds. have ‘‘breaking owt” 

Sir Natha 7 iid,] The old eds. have Sir Eoloieriies.” 
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by OUT assistance, the king's command, and tbis most 
gallant, illustrate, and learjied gentleman, before the princess, 
— I say none so fit as to present the Mne Worthies. 

Mcth. Where will you find men worthy enough to present 
them ? 

Sol Joshua, yourself; myself, or^^^^^ this gallant gentle- 
man, Judas Maccabaeus; this swain, because of his great 
limb or joint, shall pass for Pompey the the page, 

Hercules, — 

Ar^n, Pardon, sir ; error : he is not quantity enough for 
that Worthy’s thumb; he is not so big as the end of his 
club. 

Sol Shall I have audience ? he shall present Hercules in 
minority : his enter and eoeit shall be strangling a snake ; 
and I will have an apology for that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the audience 
hiss, you may cry, Well done, Hercules ! now thou crushest 
the snake 1 ” that is the way to make an offence gracious, 
though few have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the Worthies ? — 

Sol I will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice- worthy gentleman ! 

Arm, Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Sol We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an antic, I 
beseech you,, follow. 

Sol Via, goodman Dull 1 thou hast spoken no word all 
this while. 

Bull ISTor understood none neither, sir. 

Sol AU^s ! we will employ thee. 

Bubll 111 make one in a dance, or so ; or I will play 
On the tabor to the Worthies, and let them dance the hay. 

Sol Most dull, honest Dull! — to our sport, away ^ 

{JSxennt 

(^®) oit] Was added in the second folio. 

po) (js tQ rprtsent'^ Qy. ‘Ho present as'^ ? 

( 131 ) 

shall pass for Pompey the Great;] So Oapell — ^The old eds. have 
“ shall passe Pompey the great v hich, says Steevens,^* seems to mean, 
shall march in the procession for him, walk as his representative.’^ — ^The 
Cambridge Editors conjecture shall pass as,” &c. 
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Scene II. Another part oj the parlc. Before the 
pavilion. 

Entar the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and Maria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in : 

A lady wall’d about with diamonds ! — 

Look you what I have from the loving king.^^®®^ 

Bos. Madam, came nothing else along with that ^ 

Prin. Nothing but this ! yes, as much love in rhyme 
As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper, 

Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and aU, 

That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Bos. That was the way to make his godhead wax, 

Por he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Kath. Ay, and a shrevfd unhappy gallows too. 

Bos. You’ll ne’er be friends with him; he kill’d your 
sister. 

Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ; 

And so she died : had she been light, like you, 

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 

She might ha’ been a grandam ere she died : 

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 

Bos. What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this light 
word? 

Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Bos. We need more light to find your meaning out. 

Kath. You’ll mar the light by takiTig it in snuiff; 
Tlwefore I’ll darkly end the argument. 

Bos. Look, what you do, you do it stiU i’ the dark. 

Kath. So do ncJt you, for you are a light wench. 

Eos. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 

Kath. You weigh me not, — 0, that’s you care not for me. 

A lady walVd about with dmmonds / — 

Looh you what I ham from, the lovmg Mng.] 

Walfeer says, ‘‘surely these lines ought to change places.” Unt- Exam., 
vol, iu. p. 4'* 
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Katk. Yes, madam ; and, moreover, 

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover, — 

A huge translation of hypocrisy, 

Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 

Mar This, and these pearls, to me sent Longaville : 

The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in Iieart 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ^ 

Mau Ay, or I would these hands might never part. 

Prm, We are wise girls to mock our lovers so. 

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so. 

That same Biron ITl torture ere I go : 

0, that I knew he were but in by the week ! 

How 1 would make him fawn, and beg, and seek, 

And wait the season, and observe the times, 

And spend Ins prodigal wits in bootless rhymes, 

And shape his service wholly to my bests, 

And make him proud to make me proud that jests 
So potent-like^'®^^ would I o’ersway his state, 

That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. ii^one are so surply caught, when they are catch’d, 
As wit turn’d fool : folly, m wisdom hatch’d, 

Hath wisdom’s -warrant and the help of school. 

And wit’s own grace to grace a learnM fool. 

Ros. The blood of youth burns not with such excess 
As gravity’s revolt to wantoimess/^^^^ 

Mar Folly in fools bears not so strong a note 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 

Since all the power thereof it doth apgly 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

THn. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 

And sliape'^hiB seroice wholly to my Jiests, 

And make hnn prond to make me proud tnat jests Fj 

The quarto aiul the folio have " wholly to my deuico.'^ &c. — The 

editor of the second folio punted “ all to my behests,’’ 

(139) potentdike] The qinirto has perttaunt hhc , ' the ioin? •• perSLun* 
— lamy Ibmer edition I printed “ portent-h/ce ; ” b-ut I noirpre- 
ler the conjecture of Singer and of Walker (Cnt. Rxam.^ &c., voL i. p. 28), 
tlnaigh not perfectly satisfied that It is Shakespeare’s word, 

to wiintonness.} So the second folio, ^ — The earlier eds. ‘Ho 
wantons be.” 
von ir. 
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Enter Boybt. 

Boyet 0, I am stabbed witli laughter ! Where’s her i 
Brin, Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet. Prepare, prepare ! — - 

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace : Love doth approach disguis’d, 

Armed in arguments ; youll be surpris’d : 

Muster your wits , stand in your own defence ; 

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence, 

Brin. Saint Denis to Saint Cupid ! What are they 
That charge their breath against us say, scout, say. 

77iadam.,1 ‘‘Possibly ^maddme^ here and in some other passages 
of the play,” Walker's Orit. Exam., &c., voL in. p. 43. 

encounters mounted a?’d] Mr. Collier gives, with his Ms. Corrector, 

“ encoiinterers mounted are^^ and observes that “ those who support the 
old reading have not told us in what way encounters could be mounted ” 
Now, in A^itony and Cleo'patra. act ii. sc 2, Mr. Collier prints 

“ I did enquire it ; 

And have iny learning from some true reports, 

That d^ew tneir swords with you 

but, to be consistent, he ought to have printed ‘‘ some true reporters,'^ and 
to have observed in a note that “ those who support the old reading 
have not told us in what way reports could draw their swords.” — Com- 
pare, too, 

“ To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay.” 

Kmg Richard II. act ii. sc, 3, 

(which Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector alters to 

“ To rouse his mongers, chase them to the bay.”) 

and 

“ Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase; 

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death.” 

Third. Part of Kmg Henry VL act li. sc. 4. 

and 

“ Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state,” &c. King Lear, act iii. sc, i. 

(where Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, regardless of the metre, alters specu- 
lations^^ to “spectators.”) 

To conclude ; in all these five passages, by a usage not uncommon 
with poets, the abstract is put for the concrete, — encounters for 
“ ehcounterers,” ‘■^reports^^ for “reporters,” ^‘wrongs^^ for “wrongers,” 
*Hhase" for “object of cbase,” and speculatmis^- for “speculators.” 

That charge their hreath against Mr. Collier reads most 

absurdly, with his Ms. Corrector, “ That charge the b^ach against us 
— Compare Much Ado about NotJdng, act v. sc. i, “ Sir, I shall meet your 
wit in the career, an you charge it against me.” 
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Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore 
I thought to close mine eyes some half-an-honr - 
When, lo, to interrupt my purpos'd rest, 

Toward that shade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions ! warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear, — 

That, by and iy, disguis’d they will be here. 

Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 

TImt well by heart hath conn’d his embassage : 

Action and accent did they teach him there ; 

'' Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear 
And ever and anon they made a doubt 
Presence majestical would put him out ; 

For,” quoth the king, “ an angel shalt tlioii see ; 

Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.” 

The boy replied, '' An angel is not evil ; 

I should have fear’d her, had she been a devil.” 

With that, all laugh’d, and clapp’d him on the shoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder : 

One rubb’d his elbow, thus, and fleer’d, and swore 
A better speech was never spoke before ; 

Another, with his finger and his thumb, 

Cried, “ Via ! we will do’t, come what will come ; ” 

The third he caper’d, and cried, “All goes well ; ” 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell. 

With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 

With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 

That in this spleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears.^^*^ 

Brin. But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 

Boyet. They do, the}^ do ; and are apparell’d thus, — 

Like Muscovites or Eussians, as I guess. 

( 144 ) fQ tlmr folly, passioris sohmn tears,'] “Mr. CoIlier^s 

annotator, for ^solemn tears' reads ^sudden tears' [and so Mr. Singer's 
313 , Corrector], which is, at least, a very plausible suggestion. But 
iiether we have siidden or solemn tears, I cannot help believing the 
line siiould riiiur—^To check WitiT follfs yassion^ Staunton 

ayyarelM ] Walker {Grit Exam., &c , vol. i. p. 71) sus- 

pects that a line is lost after these words. 



228 LOFE^S LABOURS LOST. [act v. 

Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance ; 

And every one his love-suit^^'^^'^ will advance 
Unto his several must re ss, — which theyll know 
By favours several which tlioy did bestow. 

Frin, And will they vso ? the gallants shall be 
task’d : — 

For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd ; 

And not a man of them shall have the grace, 

Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face. — 

Hold, Eosaline, this iavour thou shalt wear, - 
And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine, 

So shall Biron take me for Eosaline. — 

And change your favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 

Fos, Come on, tlien , wear the favours most in sight 
Kafh. But in this changing what is your intent ? 

, Frin. Th' effect of my intent is, to cross theirs : 

They do it but m mockmg . inerrunent , 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock’d withal 
Upon the next occasion that we meet, 

With visages display’d, to ‘talk and greet. 

Fo$ But shall we dance, if they desire us to’t ? 

Prm. Ho, to the death, we will not move a foot : 

Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace ; 

But while ’tis spoke each turn away face. 

Foyet Why, that contempt will kill the speaker’s 
heart. 

And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Frm Therefore I do it ; and I make no^ doubt 
The rest will iie’er^^^ come in, if. he be out, 

JThere’s no such sport as sport by sport o’erthrown ; 

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 

love-suit] So Mr. Collier^s Ms. Comotor, and Walker (Id, iUd,)^ 
— The old eds. have Loue-/wt” ^ 

So the second foHo. — The earlier eds. have~“ his.” 
we er] So the second folio. — The earlier eds. have eie.^ 
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Su shall we stay, mocking juteiided game, 

And they, well mock’d, depart away with shame. 

[Triniii)fts sound inthm. 
Boyd. The trumpet sounds : be mask’d ; the maskers 
come. [Tho Ladies mash 

E)4er Blackamoors icifJi made , Moth ; the King, Biron, Longa- 
viLLB, tmd Dumaif, in Rtessian haNts, and mashed. 

Moth. All hail, the richest beauties on the earth ' — 

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taifeta/^"^^^ 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames 

[The Ladies turn their hacks to him. 
That ever turn’d their — backs — to mortal views ^ 

Blron. “ Their eyes,” villain, their eyes.” 

Moth. That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal views 1 
Out — 

Boyd. True ; out ” indeed* 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, vouchsafe 
Kot to behold — 

Biron, Once to behold,” rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sun-hoaniM eyes, 

with your sun-beamed e^^es — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 

You were best call it daughter-beamed eyes ” 

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 
Biron. Is this your perfectness ? be gone, you rogue ! 

{licit Moth. 

Bos, What would these strangers ? know their iniiids, 
Boyet : 

If they do speak our language, Tis oHr will 
Tfeat some plain man recount their purposes : 

Know what they would* 

Boyet. Beauties no rieher thaii rick iafeta] 'i he old edb. gi\ e 
this line to — Theobtild assigned it to Soyet, and rightly beyond 

all doubt Boyet here, as afterwards, catches at the words of Aioth, in 
'Order to confuse him : hence, p. 235, the King exclaims, 

A blister on his [f.e* Boyet’s] sweet tmgue, with my heart, 

That put Armado’s ]'>age out of his part ^ ” 

Biron, as the context shows, is now only lull ot anxiety that the address 
may he correctly spoken. 
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Boijef, Wliat would you with the princess ^ 

Biroii. Nothing hut peace and gentle visitation 
Bos What would they, say they ^ 

Boj/e(. Nothing but peace and gentle visitation 
Bos. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be gone. 
Boi/et She says, you have it, and you may be gone 
King. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 

Boj/et. They say, that they have measur'd many a mile 
To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Bos. It is not so. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have measur'd many, 

The measure, then, of one is easily told. 

Boyd. If to come hither you have measur’d miles, 

And many miles, the princess bids you tell 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 

Boyd. She hears herself 

Bos. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone, 

Are number’d in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for you : 

Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 

That we may do it still without accompt. 

Youchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 

That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Bos. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do ! 
Youchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine — 
Those cloud^s remov'd — upon our watery eyne. 

Bos. 0 vain petitioner I beg a greater matter ; 

Thou now request'st but moonshine in the water. 

King. Then, in our measure vouchsafe but one change^ 
Thou bidd’st me beg : this begging is not strange 
Bos. Play, music, then 1— Nay, you must do it soon. 

\M%sic plays. 

Not yet ; — no dance : — thus change I like the moon. 

King. Will you not dance ? How come you tlius estrang'd t 
Bos. You took the moon at full, but now she's chang'd. 
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Xing. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 

The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it 

Xmg. But your legs should do it. 

Ros. Smce you are strangers, and come here by chance, 
Well not be nice : take hands ; — we will not ‘dance. 

Xing. Why take we hands, then ? 

Ros. Only to part friends : — 

Court’sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 

Xing. More measure of this measure ; be nor nice. 

Ros. We can afford no more at such a price 
■’Xing. Prize you yourselves : what buys your com- 
pany ? 

Ros. Your absence only. 

Xing. That can never be. 

Ros. Then cannot we be bought: and so, adieu; 

Twice to your visor, and half once to you. 

Xing. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 

Ros. In private, then. 

Xmg. I am best pleas'd with that 

[They oomerse apart. 
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with thee, 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar, — there is three. 

Biron. Hay, then, two treys, — an if you grow so nice, — 
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey, — well run, dice 1 — 

There's half-a-dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu 

Since you can cog, 111 play no more with you. 

Biron. One word in secret. 

Frin. Let it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou griev'st m}" gall 

Prin. Gall 1 bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet, 

[They converse apart. 

Bvm. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a word ^ 
Mar. Hame it. 

Dim. Fair lady, — 


(1^®) The music, &c.] The old eds. give tins line to Bobaline. 
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Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord, — 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Bum. Please it you. 

As much in private, and 111 bid adieu. [They converse apart 
Kath. What, was your visard made without a tongue ? 
Long. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 

Kath. 0, for your reason 1 quickly, sir ; I long, 

£o7ig. You have a double tongue within your mask, 

And would afford my speechless visard half. 

Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman: — is not veal a calf? 
Zo7ig. A calf, fair lady ! 

JCath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let’s part the word. 

Kath. No, 111 not be your half: 

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 

Zo7ig. Look, how you butt yourself in these sharp mocks ! 
Will you give horns, chaste lady ? do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 

Zong. One word in private with you, ere I die. 

Kath. Bleat softly, then ; the butcher hears you cry. 

[Tloey converse apart. 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor’s edge invisible, 

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen, — 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have wings, 

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter things 
Bos. Not one word more, my maids ; break off* Ijreak off. 
Biron. By heaven, ^1 dry-beaten with pure scoi'f ! 

Kmg. Farewe% mad wenches ; you have simple wits. 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovits.^^^*^ 

[Exeunt King, Lords, jznd BlacJsmmors. 
Are these the breed of wits so wonder’d at ? 

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths puff d out. 
Bos. WeH-liking wits they have gross, gross; fat, fat, 

XlHts. 

Twenty athem, my fromi Miiscouts.] 

Here (and here only) botli the quarto and the folio have"^'^ — 

for the sake of an exact rhyme. 
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'Pnn 0 poverty in wit, kiiigly-poor llont 
Will tliey not, think you, hang themselves to-night ^ 

Or ever, but in visards, show their faces ? 

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 

Bos, they were all in laineiitable cases ! 

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word 
Pnn, Biron did swear linnself out of all suit. 

Mar. DuniaiH was at niy service, and his sword : 

'' No quoth I ; my servant straight was mute, 

KafJi, Lord Longavdle said, I came o’er his heart, 

And trow you what he call'd me ^ 

Prin Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath Yes, in good faith 

Pnn. Go, sickness as thou art ^ 

Bos Well, better wits have worn plain statute-caps 
But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 

Kath. And Longaville was for my service born 
hlar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree 
Boyet, Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again be here 
in their own shapes ; for it can never be 
'Jliey will digest this harsh indiginty. 

Prin Will they return ^ 

Boyet They will, they will, God knows. 

And leap foi* joy, though they are lame witli blows : 
Therefore change favours ; and, when they repair, 

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 

Prin. How blow ? how blow ? speak to be understood. 

liiigJy-pour flovt <1 Mr. Colliers Mb. OoiTector (most probably 
because he saw in the sixth line above ‘Mry-beaten with inrescoT^) 
reads killed by flout on which Mr. Singer Vinli- 

dated, p. 26 } very justly lemailis, *"The succeeding line, had it been 
attended to by the corrector. Vv'-ould liave shown him that kiird could 
not be the misprinted word, for the Princess contnmes, 

‘Will they not. think you, hang themselves to-night?'” 

Ml. Singer less happily adds, “ I have no doubt we should read ‘ stung 
by poor flouV ' — Tinit lingly-poor flouV^ is right. I aeree ■with Mr. 
Giant White, who observes that it “refers to the King’s lame retort at 
partiim ” 

0,] Adiled m the second folio. 
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Boyet, Fair ladies mask’d are roses in their bud , 
DismaskM, their damask sweet commixture shown, 

Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown 

Prm. Avaunt, perplexity ^ What shall wo do, 

It they return in their own shapes to woo ^ 

Bos. G-ood madam, if by me you’ll be advis’d, 

Let’s mock them still, as well known as disguis’d : 

Let us complain to them what fools were here, 

Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn’d, 

And their lough oarriage so ridiculous, 

Should he presented at our tent to us 

Boyet Ladies, withdra-w • the gallants are at hand 
Frui. Whip to our tents, as roes run o’er the^^®^^ land. 

'lExeunt Frmcess, Bosaline, Katharine, and Maria. 

Ee-mter the King, Biron, Longavillb, and Dumaix, in their 
proper habits. 

King. Fair sir, God save you ! Where is the princess ? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent. Please it your majesty 
Oommand me any service to her thither ? 

King That she vouchsafe me audience for one word. 
Boyet. I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord. [Exit. 
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons peas, 

And utters it again when God doth please : 

He is wit’s l>edler, and retails his wares 
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs j 
And we that sell by g^soss, the Lord doth know, 

Have not t}^> grace to grace it with such show. 

Tliis gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve, — 

Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve > 

He can carve^^^^^ too, and lisp : why, this is he 
That kiss’d his hand away in courtesy : 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 

That, wlien he plays at tables, chides the dice 


the] Adued in the third folio. 

carve] See note ii on The Merry Wives of Windsor. 
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In honourable terms : nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly ; and in ushering, 

Mend him who can : the ladies call him sweet ; 

The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet : 

This is the flower that smiles on every one, 

To show his teeth as white as whales-bone : 

And consciences, that will not die in debt, 

Pay him the *due of “ honey-tongu'd Boyet/' 

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heart, 

That put Armado's page out of his part I 

Biron. See where it comes ! — Behaviour, what wert thou 
Till this man show’d thee and what art thou now ^ 

Re-enter the Princess, ushered hy Boyet ; Rosaline, LIaria, 
and Katharine. 

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day 1 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 

King. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 

PHn. Then wish me better ; I will give you leave. 

King. We came to visit you; and purpose now 
To lead you to our court • vouchsafe it, thou 
Prin. This field shall hold me , and so hold your vow : 

Nor God, nor I, delights in perjuPd men. 

King. Eebuke me not for that which you provoke : 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath 
PHn. You nickname virtue : vice you should have spoke , 
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth. 

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest ; 

So much I hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity 
King. 0, you have liv'd in desolation here, 

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame 

(I06) rji^ii showed thee ?] The old eds. have TtU this inadmaa 

skew'd thee error which, as Walker suggestg (Orit. 

Tol i. p. 321), perhaps originated m the madam” of the next line 
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Trin. Not so, my lord , it is not so, I swear ; 

We have had pastimes here and pleasant game 
A mess of Eussians left us but of late. 

Kmg How, madam ! Eussians ! 

Pnn. Ay, in truth, my lord ; 

Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state. 

Eos Madam, speak true, — It is not so, my lord : 

My lady, — to the manner of the days, — 
in courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted were with four 
In Eussian habit : here they stay'd an hour, 

And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

Biron This jest is dry to me.— Fair gentle-sweet, 

Your wit makes wise things foolish • when we greet, 

With eyes best seeing, heaven's fiery eye, 

By light we lose light : your capacity 

Is of that nature, that to your huge store 

Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 

Eos, This proves you wise and rich ; for in my eye,— 
Biron, I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Eos, But that you take what doth to you belong, 

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron, 0, I am yours, and all that I possess 1 
Eos All the fool mine ? 

Biron I cannot give you less. 

Eos, Which of the visards was it that you wore ? 

Biron. Where ? when ? what visard ^ why demand you 
this ? 

Eos, There, then, that visard ; that superfluous case 
That hid the worse, and show'd the better^'face. 

King. We are descried ; they’ll mock us now downright. 
Bum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

Erin, Amaz’d, my lord ^ why looks your highness sad ? 


(1^’') Fair gmtle-swut^ FaiF' was added in tiie second folio. — (In 
Bay^s Law Trickes, i6o8, we find “ God save, faire sweete,^^ Sig. B 4 .) 
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Eos. Help, hold his brows 1 he’ll swoon — Why look 

you pale ? — 

Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biro%, Thus pour the stars down plagues for perjury. 

Can any face of brass hold longer out ? — 

Here stand I, lady : dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout ; 

Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 

And I will wish thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Russian habit wait 
O, never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 

Nor to the motion of a schoolboy’s tongue ; 

ISFor never come in visard to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song! 

Taffeta phrases, sill?:en terms precise, 

Three-pil’d hyperboles, spruce affectation,^' ' 
jigures pedantical ; — these summer-flies 
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 

I do forswear them ; and I here protest, 

By this white glove — ^how white the hand, God knows ! — 
Henceiortii my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 

And, to begin, wench, — so God help me, la !— 

My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw, 

Ros. Sans “ sans,” I pray you 
Biron, Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : — bear with me, 1 am sick ; 

I’ll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see : — 

Write, ’"Lord have mercy on us ” on those three; 

TH&y are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 

They have the pla^’ue, and caught it of your eyes • 

d®®) moon^l The quarto has sound; the folio hwouiid ” (tat 
mstauces of the spelimg swoon occur in the folio), 

spruce affectation y 

. . . maggot ostentation , j 

The old eds. have “ spruce affection,’^ &c. 
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These lords are visited ; you are not free, 

For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 

PHn. No, they are free that gave these tokens to us. 
JBiron. Our states are forfeit : seek not to undo us. 

Ros. It is not so ; for how can this he true, 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 

Biron, Peace ! for I will not have to do with you. 

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron, Speak for yourselves ; my wit is at an end. 

King, Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

PHn. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here but even now, disguis’d ? 

King. Madam, I was. 

PHn. And were you well advis’d ? 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear ? 

King. That more than all the world I did respect her. 
Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will reject 
her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

PHn. Peace, peace forbear: 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear. 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 

Prin. I will : and therefore keep it. — Eosaline, 

What did the Eussian whisper in your ear ? 

Ros. Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear 
As precious eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover, 

That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam ? by my life, my troth, 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Ros. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain, 

You gave me this : but take it, sir, again. 

King. My faith and this the princess I did ^ive : 

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 
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Frin, Pardon me, sir, this jewel did siie wonr ; 

And Lord Bnon, I thank him, is my dear. — 

What, will you have me, or your pearl again ? 

JBiron. Neither of either; I remit both twain, — < 

I see the trick on’t : — here was a consent, 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany, 

Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, som(3 Dick, — 
That smiles his cheek in years,^^®''^ and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh when she’s dispos’d, — 

Told our intents before ; which once disclos’d, 

The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 

Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 

Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forsworn, — in will and error. 

Much upon this it is : — and might not you {To BoyH. 
Forestall our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 

Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire, 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ^ 

And stand between her back, sir, and the lire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily? 

You put our page out : go, you are allow’d ; 

Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud. 

You leer upon me, do you ? there’s an eye 
Wounds hke a leaden sword. 

Boyet. Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron, Lo, he is tilting straight 1 Peace 5 I have d<^up. 

Enter Costaed. 

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost 0 Lord, 'sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies shall come in or no. 

(16^ That smiles Ms cheek in years'] Here years has been alt: Ted 
to “fleers’’ and to “jeers.” But the old reading seems to be 
meaning “ one who, by continual grinning, smiles his face luto ivrinldes : ” 
“m ” was often used for “into.” 

manage,] Some copies of the quarto have “ niuige others, with 
the folio, “manager.” 



240 


LOFE^S LABOUIVS LOST. 


[act V. 


JjLo7i. What, are there but three ^ 

Cost No, sir; but it is vara fine, 

For every one pursents three 

Biron, And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost Not so, sir, under correction, sir, I hope it is 
not so. 

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we know 
what we. know : 

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron, Is not nine. 

Cost, Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil it doth 
amount. 

Biron, By Jove, I always took three threes for nine. 

Cost 0 Lord, sir, it were pity you should get your living 
by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it ? 

Cost, 0 Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, sir, 
will sho'w whereuntil it doth amount : for mine own part, 
I am, as they say, but to pursent one man, — e'en one poor 
— Pompion the Great, sir. 

Biron, Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Cost, It pleased them to think me worthy of Pompion 
the Great: for mine own part, I know not the degree of 
the Worthy ; but I am to stand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost We will turn it finely off, sir; we will take some 
care. [Bdt 

King, Biron, they will shame us : let them not ap- 
proach. 

Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord : and 'tis some 
policy 

To have one show wome than the kiiig^’s and his com- 
pany. 

King. I say they shall not come. - 

to fwrsmt one man , — e^en om poor man, — ] Tlie old etk. have 
” to perfect one man in one — Walker {Grit. Exam.,^ &c., vol. 

ii. p. 298) proposed pursent Malone* made the correction 
(Goinpare Costard*s second speech in this scene.) 

Bompion} Here the old eds. have ^^Pompey ’ffut just before. 
*^JPompwnA 
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Prin. my good lord, let me overrule yon now : 
That sport best pleases that doth least know how : 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents, 

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
Biron, A right description of our sport, my lord. 


Jimter Armado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expense of thy royal 
sweet breath as will utter a brace of words. 

{Gonverses with the King, and delivers him a pamper. 

Prin. Doth this man serve God ? 

Biron, Why ask you ? 

Prin, He speaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey monarch ; for, 
I protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding fantastical ; too-too 
vain, too-too vain : but we will put it, as they say, to for- 
tuna della guerraS^^^ I wish you the peace of mind, most 
royal couplement 1 {Exit 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of Worthies. 
He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain, Pompey the Great ; 
the parish curate, Alexander; Armado's page, Hercules ; 
the pedant, Judas Maccabeeus : 

And if these four Worthies in their first show thrive. 

These four will change habits, and present the other five. 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceived ; 'tis not go. 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priest, the 
fdbl, and the boy : — ^ 

Abate throw at novum, and the whole world again 

Where zeal strives to content^ and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents,] 

Malone gives “ Die in the zeal <?/ them which it presents.” 

(1®^) della guerra.] So Theobald; and rightly, Armado being a 
Spaniard. — The old eds. have “ delagaar.” 

Abate £hrow at mvum,J Malone printed Abate a throw at 
novitm.” — The editor of the second folio substituted A bare throw at 
Novnmf 

VOL. II. 
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Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his yeinS^^'^^ 
King. The ship is under sail, and here she conies ainain. 


Enter Costabd, for Pompey, 

Cost I Pompey am, — 

Boyet You lie, you are not he. 

Cost I Pompey am, — 

Boyet With libbard’s head on knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker : I must needs be friends 
with thee. 

Cost I Pompey am, Pompey surnam’d the Big, — 

Bum. “ The Great.” 

Cost It is Great,” sir : — 


Pompey surnam’d the Great , 

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my foe to sweat ; 
And travelling along this coast, I here am come by chance, 

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of France. — 

If your ladyship would say, '' Thanks, Pompey,” I had done. 
Brin. Great thanks, Great Pompey. 

Cost ’Tis not so much worth ; but I hope I was perfect : 
I made a little fault in '' Great.” 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves the best 
Woilhy. 


Enter Sm FTathaniel, for Alexander. 

Nath. When in the- world I liv^d, I was the world^s com- 
mander ; 

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my conquering might 7 
My scutcheon plain declares that I am Alisander, — 


and the whole world again 
Cannot pieh out five suck, take each one in his minJ\ 

So the quarto : and compare The First Part of King Henry IT. act ii. 
sc. 4, “ Could the world pifk thee out three such enemies, again, &c. — 
The folio has ‘‘ Cannot piicke outf &c., — which Malone defends by say- 
ing that “ our author uses the same phrase in his 20th Sonnet in the 
same sense.” It is necessary, therefore, that I cite the line,— “But 
since she [ie. Nature] priced thee out for women^s pleasure/ &c. 
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Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it stands too 
right. 

Biron, Your nose smells no, in this, most tender-smelling 
knight. 

Prm. The conqueror is dismay’d. — Proceed, good Alex- 
ander. 

Nath. When in the world I liVd, I was the world^s com- 
mander, — 

Boyet. Most true, ’tis right ; you were so, Alisander. 

Biron. Pompey the Great, — 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard, 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Alisander. 

Cost. \to Sir Nath.'] 0, sir, you have overthrown Alisan- 
der the conqueror 1 You will he scraped out of the painted 
cloth for this : your lion, that holds his pole-axe sitting on 
a close-stool, will be given to Ajax : he will be the ninth 
Worthy. A conqueror, and afeard to speak I run away for 
shame, Alisander. [/Sir Nath, retires.] There, an’t shall 
please you; a foolish mild man; an honest man, look you, 
and soon dashed. He is a marvellous good neighbour, faith, 
and a very good bowler : but, for Alisander, — alas, you see 
how ’tis, — a little o’erparted. — But there are Worthies a- 
eoming will speak their mind in some other sort. 

Brin. Stand aside, good Pompey.^^®®^ {Costard retires. 


Enter Holofbrnes, Judas; and Moth, / or Hercules. 

Sol, Great Hercules is presented by this imp,<i*^'^) 

Whose club kill’d Cerberusj^that three-headed canm ; 
And when he was a hahe, a child, a shrimp, 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his mmm. 

Qaoniam he seemeth in minority, 

Ergo I come with this apology. — 


(1®*) Prill, Stand aside, good Fmnpey.] Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector 
gives this speech to the King ; some ot the earlier editors give it to 
Biron. 

(i®®) Great Hercules is presented by this imp,] Walker {Shakespeards 
VmijkaUon, &c., p. 98) would read “ Grreat Hercules’ presentedT — 
the apostropne showing the elision of “m.” 
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Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. — [Moth retiresP^^ 
Judas I am, — 

Biim. A Jndas 1 

Hoi. Kot Iscariot, sir. — 

Jndas I am, ycliped Maccabsens. 

Bum. Jndas Maccabseus dipt is plain Jndas. 

Biron A kissing traitor. — How art tlion proved J ndas ^ 
Hoi. Judas I am, — 

Bum. The more shame for yon, Jndas. 

Hoi. What mean yon, sir ^ 

Boyet To make Jndas hang himself. 

Hoi. Begin, sir ; yon are my elder. 

Biron. Well followed : Jndas was hanged on an elder. 
Hoi. I will not be pnt out of countenance. 

Biron. Because thon hast no face. 

Hoi. What is this ? 

Boyet. A cittern-head. 

Bum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A Death's face m a ring. 

Long. The face of an old Eoman coin, scarce seen. 

Boyet The pommel of Caesar's falchion. 

Biim. The carved-bone face on a flask. 

Biron. Saint George’s half-cheek in a brooch. 

Bibm. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Aj, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer. — And 
now forward ; for we have put thee in countenance. 

Hoi. Yon have pnt me out of countenance. 

Biron. Talse : we have given thee faces. 

Hoi. But yon have out-faced them all. 

Biron. An thon wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boyet. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go, — 

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thon stay ? 

Bum. For the latter end of his name. 

Biron. For the ass to the Jude ; give it him : — Jud-as, 
away! 

[Moth retires.] The old eds, have Boy.” — Here the 

modem editors, with the exception of Capell and of the Cambridge 
Editors, retain the “ Exit ” — ^unaccountably forgetting l&at afterwards 
m this scene (p. 247) Moth spealcs to Ms master. 
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HoL This is not generous, not gentle, not humble 
Boyet A light for Monsieur Judas ! it grows dark, he 
may stumble. 

Prm. Alas, poor Maccabaeus, how hath he been baited 
Enter Abmado, for Hector, 

Biron, Hide thy head, Achilles : here comes Hector in 
arms. 

JDtcm. Though my mocks come home by me, I will now 
be merry. 

King, Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 

Boyet But is this Hector ? 

King. I think Hector was not so clean-timbered. 

Long. His leg is too big for Hector’s.^^^*^^ 

Hum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet Ho ; he is best indued in the small. 

Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Hum. He's a god or a painter; for he makes faces 
Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty 
Gave Hector a gift, — 

Hum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with clovea 
Hum. Ho, cloven* 

Arm. Peace 1 — 

The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty, 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 

A man so breath’d, that certain h% would fight ye 
Prom mom till night, out of his pavilion. 

I am that flower, — 

Hum. That mint. 

Long. That columbine. 

Alm^ poor Maceahmus, how hath he been haiUdl] Pronounce 
^ Maccabmm^ with the ce broad, like the ai in ^ baited B fo^ one 
who knows Shakespeare can doubt that a quibble is mtended.’’ 
Walker’s Crit. Emm., &c., vol. iii. p. 45. 

(^^2) So the first 4to. — The other old eds. have Hector.*' 

fght ^/e] The old eds. have “fight, yea.” 
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Arm. Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it runs against 
Hector. 

Bum. Ay, and Hector’s a greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten; sweet 
chucks, heat not the bones of the buried : when he breathed, 
he was a man. — But I will forward with my device. — \^To the 
Princess\ Sweet royalty, bestow on me the sense of hearing, 
[Biron steps to Costard, whispers him, and then 
returns to his place.^"^^^ 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector : we are much delighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Bum. He may not by the yard. 

Arm. This Hector far surmounted Hannibal, — 

Cost, {suddenly coming from behind'] The party is gone,^^*^®^ 
fellow Hector, she is gone ; she is two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thou ^ 

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Tjojan, the poor 
wench is cast away: she’s quick; the child brags in her 
belly already ’tis yours. 

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among potentates ? thou 
shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipped for Jaquenetta that is 
quick by him, and hanged for Pompey that is dead by him. 


( 174 ) [Biron steps to Costard, whispers him, and then returns to his 
place.] The old eds. have ‘^Berowne steppes forthJ^ — Mr. Grant White 
substitutes “ BiRonB goes outr with the following note : “ Since Capell’s 
edition, it has been the universal practice to make Birone whisper 
Costard, who isj-kept on the stage, — a very clumsy arrangement, as wejl 
as inconsistent with the original direction. This direction shows, that, 
although no entrance is marked in the original, Costard (whose exit is 
there directed when the Princess says, ‘Stand aside, good Pompey’) 
comes running in, crying ‘The party is gone,’ &c,, after Birone has put 
him up to the trick. Mr. Collier’s iolio has, in the latter place, ^ Enter 
Gostarb hastily, and unarmedB^ Here Mr. Grant White, misled by 
some remarks of Mr. Collier, most erroneously states that, according to 
the old editions, Costard makes his exit at the words “Stand aside, 
good Pompey his exit is not set down there at hll, but just before 
those words, is Cu.f i.e. Curate, Sir HathameL 

The party is gone.] In the old eds. these words, prir::ted in italics, 
stand on a line by themselves, between this and the preceding speech ; 
but they certainly belong to Costard. 
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Ltm, Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Eenowned Pompey ! ' 

Biron. Greater than Great, great, great, great Pompey I 
Pompey the Huge I 

Burn. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is moved. — ^More Ates, more Ates"' stir 
tfecrh on ^ stir them on 1 

"Bum, Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's belly 
than Will sup a flea. 

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee 

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern man : 
111 slash ; I'll do it by the sword. — I pray you, let me 
borrow my arms again. 

Bum. Eoom for the incensed Worthies 1 

Cost. Ill do it in my shirt. 

Bwn. Most resolute Pompey ’ 

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole lower. Do 
you not see Pompey is uncasing for the combat ? What 
mean you ? you will lose your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me; I will not 
combat in my shirt. 

Bum. You may not deny it: Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for't ? 

Arm The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt ; I go 
woolward for penance. 

Boy&t. True, and it was enjoined ]^m in Eome for want of 
linen : since when, 111 be sworn, he wore none but a dishclout 

Jaquenetta's, and that he wears next his hear^ for a favour. 

Enter Mbrcade. 

M&r. God save you, madam ! 

Brin. Welcome, Mereade ; 

But that thou interrupt'st our merriment. 

Mer. I'p sorry, madam ; for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father — 
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Prin. Dead, for my life 1 
Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away ! the scene begins to cloud. 

Arm, For mine own part, I breathe free breath. I have 
seen the day of wrong through the little hole of discretion, 
and I will right myself like a soldier. [Bxeunt Worthies. 
King, How fares your majesty 1 
Prin, Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 

King, Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin, Prepare, I say. — I thank you, gracious lords, 

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom to excuse, or hide, 

The liberal opposition of our spirits " 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. — Farewell, worthy lord ! 

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue : 

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d.^^^®^ 

King. The extreme part of time^^’^'^ extremely forms 
All causes to the purpose of his speed i 
And often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : 

And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 


Farewell^ worthy lord ! 

A heavy hear^^ tears not a nimble tongue : 

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanhs 
JPor my great suit so easily obtained.] 

The old eds. have ‘‘ a [the second folio “an”] humble tongue F 

v\hich Capell, Steevens, and Malone defend.^ — I adopt the reading of 
Theobald (and of Mr. Collier^s Ms. Corrector). — Another obvious altera- 
tion, — hears but a humble tongue f is at vaiiance with the context, 
for the Princess is not speaking of the character of her thanks, only of 
their scantiness. — ^The quarto has ‘^coming too short of thanks/^ &c, ; but 
the reading of the folio (to which Hr. Collier objects because it “makes 
the adverb so occur three times in two lines”) seems more in the manner 
of Shakespeare. 

(177^ eojirme part of Ume\ The old eds. have “ The extreme parts 
of timed ^ — In this passage **loose^ is a term in archery, meaning “.the 
discharge of the arrow fiom the bow.” 
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The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 

Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot, 

Le^ not the cloud of sorrow justle it 
From what it purpos’d ; since to wail friends lost 
Is not hy much so wholesome-profitable 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

I understand you not : my griefs are dull. 

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of grief; — 
And by these badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 

Play’d foul play with our oaths : your beauty, ladies, 

Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 
Even to th’ opposed end of our intents : 

And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous, — 

As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 

Form’d by the eye, and therefore, like the eye, 

Full of strange^^^®^ shapes, of habits, and of forms, 

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 

Which parti-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 

Have misbecom’d our oaths and gravities, 

Those heavenly eyes, that look mto these faults, 

Suggested us to make them.^^®^^ Therefore '^">dies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 

By being once false for ever to be true 

^ 178 ) prin. J understand you not : my griefs are dull, 

Biron. Honest plain words ’best pierce the ear of — ] 

The old eds. have “ my griefs are double ” (ie., sa3rs Malone, r. 

on account of the of her father ; 2. on amount of not understanding 
the kmg^s meaning — Por double” Capell substituted “deaf:” but 

the context proves that the reading of Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, 
is, beyond all doubt, the true one. (The corruption was easy — 
dulle — duble — double.)— 1863. I now find that Walker {€rit Exam., 
&c., voL iii. p. 45) agrees with Capell in reading “deaf hut (though 
Mr. N, Lettsoni is also opposed to me) I still prefer “dull.” 

/ir 9 ) strange] The old eds have “straving.” 

^lisheg^ndd] ^^Berhaps wrong.” Walfeps Cnt Exam,, &o., voi. li 

p. 69. 

them.] Added hy Pope. 
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To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you : 

And even that falsehood, in itself a sm, 

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Prm. We have receiv'd your letters full of love ; 

Your favours, the ambassadors of love ; 

And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy. 

As bombast, and as lining to the time : 

But more devout than this in our respects 
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

JDtcm. Our letters, madam, show'd much more than jest. 
Long, So did our looks. 

Eos. We did not quote them so 

King, Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 

Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A time, methinks, too vshort 

To make a world-without-end bargain in. 

No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 

Full of dear guiltiness ; and therefore this : — 

If for my love — as there is no such cause — 

You will do aught, this shall you do for me : 

Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 

Eemote from the pleasures of the world ; 

There stay until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this austere insociable life 

Change not your offer ipade in heat of blood ; 

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds, 

Nip not the^ gaudy blossoms of your love, 

But that it bear this trial, and last love ; 

Then, at the expiration of the year 

than this in owr Tesp&ots\ The quarto has then this our respects ; 
the folio, “ thm these are our respects” 

Uossoms of your love^ 

But that it bear this trial, and last love;"] 

Lastl” observes Steevens, ‘4s a verb. ‘If it last lov^^ means, if it 
continue to be love.’' 



SCENE II.] LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOSE 




Come challenge, challenge by these deserts, 

And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 

I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house, 

Earning the tears of lamentation 

For the remembrance of my father s death. 

If''TJiis thou do deny, let our hands part ; 

Neither intitle*d in the other’s heart. 

King, If this, or more than this, I would deny, 

To flatter up these powers of mine with rest, 

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ’ 

Hence ever, then, my heart is in thy breast.^^®®^ 

Bum. But what to me, my love ? but what to me ? 
A wife ? 

Kath. A beard, fair health, and honesty ; 

With threefold love I wish you all these three. 

Bum. 0, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ? 
Kath, Not so, my lord ; — twelvemonth and a day 
I’ll mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers say : 

Come when the king doth to my lady come ; 

Then, if I have much love, I’ll give you some. 

Bum. m serve thee true and faithfully till then. 


^184^ (7ome challenge j Ghall&nge The old eds have Come challenge 

me, challenge me.” 

Hence ever, the?i, mg heart is in thy breast.’] After this Ime the 
old eds. have 

“ Ber. And what to me my Lone % and what to me 
Ros. Yon must be purged too, your sins are rackkl [rank]. 
You are attaint with faults and pe^urie : 

Therefore if you my fauor meane to get, 

A tweluemonth shall you spend, and neuer rest. 

But seeke the wearie beds of people sicke,” — 

all which, impro'^sed and expanded, occurs presently after. Bee 
note 1 13. 

(^86^ Dum. But what to me, my love ? hut what to me i 
A w%fe i 

Eath. A heard,, fair health, and ko7iesty, <&c.] 

The old eds. have 

Bu. But what to me, my loue ^ hut what to me ? 

Eat, k wife 1 a heard, faire health, and hQn^st%e,” &c. — 

Here, with the Cambridge Editors, I give the words ^^A wife” to 
Dumain. 
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Kath. Yet swear not, lest ye be forsworn agen 

Lona. What says Maiia ? 

3Iar, At the twelvemonth's end 

111 change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long, 111 stay with patience ; but the time is long. 

Ifar. The liker you ; few taller are so young. 

BiroTh. Studies my lady ? mistress, look on me ; 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble suit attends thy answer there : 

Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Bos. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Birdn, 

Before I saw you ; and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks^ 

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all estates will execute 
That lie within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain, 

And therewithal to win me, if you please, — 

Without the which I am not to be won, — 

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit 
T’ enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of death t 
It cannot be ; it is impossible : 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Bos. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit, 

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shalloW'laughing hearers give to fools : 

A jest's pr‘5sperity lies in the ear 

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue ^ 

Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 

Deafd with the clamours of their own dear groans, 

Will hear your idle scorns, continue them,^^®^^ 

And I will have you and that fault withal ; 

But if they will not, throw away that spirit, 

continue them^l The old eds. have ^^contimie then/^ — a mani- 
fest error. 
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And I shall find yon empty of that fault, 

Eight joyful of your reformation. 

Bvron, A twelvemonth ^ well, befall what will befall, 

111 jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 

Prm. \to the King] Ay, sweet my lord; and so I take 
my leave. 

^ng. No, madam ; we will bring you on your way. 

JBiron. Omr* wooing doth not end like an old play; 

Jack hath not Jill : these ladies’ courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a day, 

And then ’twill end. 

Biron. That’s too long for a play 

Ee-enter Abmado. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, voucbsafe me,— 

JPrin. Was not that Hector ? 

Dum. The worthy knight of Troy, 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. I am 
a votary-; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold the plough 
for her sweet love three years. But, most esteemed great- 
ness, will you hear the dialogue that the two learned men 
have compiled in praise of the owl and the cuckoo? it 
should have followed in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly ; we will do so. 

A7mi. Holla! approach. 

Ee-enter HoLorERNEs, Nathaniel, Moth, Costaeu, and other'^ 

This side is Hiems, Winter, — ^this V^er, the Spring ; the on.^ 
maintained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo.— Ver, 
bSgin. 

Song. 

Sjpring. Wlien daisies pied, and violets blue 
And lady-smocks all silver-white, 

And cuckoo-buds of yehow hue,(^®®> 

Do paint the meadows with delight, 

And cuckoo-lmds of yellow Ime^] In the old eds. this line is the 
second of th^stanza. 
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The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men j for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 

_When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 

And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 

The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men ; for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

Winter, When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 

When blood is nipp’d, and ways be foul 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-who 

Tu-whit, tu-who, — merry note, 

W'hile greasy Joan ddth keel the 

When aU aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 

And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-who ; 

Tu-whit, tu-who, — a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel the jqi 

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs 
of Apollo. You that way, — we this way, 

[UxeuTd. 

( 18 ®) Tt^whoB Omitted in the old eds. both here ai>i in the corre- 
sponding part of the next stanza. 
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A. MIDSUMACEErNIGHT’S DEEAM. 

Is one of tlie works of Shakespeare enumerated by Meres in his Palladis 
Tamia^ &c , 159S (see the Memoir of Shakespeare) ; and was probably written 
two or three years before that date, but at what precise period we cannot de- 
termine. To suppose that the words of Titania, act ii. sc. i, Therefore the 
winds, piping to us in yam,” &c., allude to the state of the weathei in Eng- 
-land in 1591, is ridiculous ; nor is it less so to suppose that any particular 
allusion is contained in the lines on the neglect of learning, act y. sc i, 

** The thrice- three Muses mourning for the death 
Of learning, late deceas’d in beggary,” — 

though one commentator would make them refer to Spenser’s poem, The 
Teares of the Muses, 1591 ; another to Spenser’s death (in which case, as 
Spenser did not die till Jan. 159S-9, the hnes must haye been an addition to 
the original text) ; and a third to the death of Robert Greene, in 1592.-^1 
Muisummer-NigMs Bream was entered to Thomas Fisher in the Stationers’ 
Registers, Oct 8th, 1600, and published by him m quarto diu in g that year. 
Another and less accurate quarto put forth by Janies Roberts has the same 
— ‘*It is probable,” says Steevens, **that the hint for this jday was 
received from Chaucer’s Kmght's Tale; ” but I can find little resemblance 
between the tale and the play, except that Theseus and Hippolyta are char- 
acters in both, and that Philostrate is Arcite’s assumed name in the tale, 
while It IS the name of the blaster of the Revels in the play ^ With the Life 
of Theseus in North’s Plutarch (translated from the French of Amiot) Shake- 
speare, it is plain, was acquainted. Oberon, Titania, and Puck or Robin 
Ooodfellow, were already well-known peisonages m the fairy mythology 
when Shakespeare with such exquisite skill introduced them into A Mid^ 
summer-NigMs Bream, While composing the burlesque interlude of Pyra- 
musand Thisbe, — a subject very popular m those days,— he seems to have 
had an eye to Golding’s translation of Ovid’s Mctamorpkoses^is^e Book iv. 
p. 43 (^), ed. 1603). _ 
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DEAMATIS PEESOHiE. 


Theseus, duke of Athens. 
Egeus, father to Hermia. 
Lysander, 


k}‘ 


in love with Hermia. 


Demetrius, 

Philostrate, master of the revels to Theseus. 
Quikce, a carpenter. 

Snug, a joinei. 

Bottom, a weaver. 

Flute, a bellow s-mender. 

Snout, a tinker. 

Starveling, a tailor. 


Hippolyta, queen of the Amazons, betrothed to TheseuSr 
Hermia, daughter to Egeus, in love with Lysander. 
Helena, in love with Demetiius. 


ObeboN, king of the fairies. 
TitaniA, queen of the fairies. 


Puck, or Eobin Goodfellow. 
Peas-Blossom, ^ 

Cobweb, 
jMoth, 

MUSTAKD-SEEU, 


i fairies. 


Pyramus, 

Thisbe, 

Wal;^ 

Moonshine, 

Lion, 


I characters in the interlude performed 
. by the Clowns. 


Other fairies attending their King and Queen. Attendants on Theseus 
and Hippolyta. 


Scene — and a wood mar it 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. Athem, A room in the palace of Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostbatb, and Attendants. 

The. Isfow, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon ; but, 0, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 

Like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 

Long withering out a young man's revenue. 

Sip. Four days will ( 3 [uickly steep themselves in nights ; 
Four nights will q^uickly dream away the time ; 

And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
Hew-bent^^^ in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up th' Athenian youth to merriments i 
Awake the perT and nimble spirit of mirth : 

Turn melancholy forth to funerals, — 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. {Exit Philostrate. 
Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 

3 The old eds. have "bent: 
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But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Enter Eobus, Hebmia, Lysandee, and Demetrius. 

Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke 1 

The. Thanks, good Egeus : what’s the news with thee ? 

Ege. Bull of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 

Stand forth, Demetrius. — My noble lord, 

This man hath my consent to marry her. — 

Stand forth, Lysander : — and, my gracious duke, 

This man hath witch'd^^^ the bosom of my child : — 

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes. 

And interchang’d love-tokens with my child: 

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung, 

With feigning voice, verses of feigning love 
And stoFn th’ impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gauds, conceits, 

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, — messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth ; 

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s heart ; 

Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me, 

To stubborn harshness — and, my gracious duke, 

Be ’t so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, — 

As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 

Which shall be either tp this gentleman 
Or to her death, according to our law 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hermia ? be advis’d, fair maid: 

To you your father should be as a god ; 

0 This man hath witch? d'] So Theohalcl,— The quartos and the folio 
have This man hath bewitch’d ; ” which the editor of the second folio, 
for the sake of the metre, altered to “ This hath bewitched; ” hut the 
omission of is very awkward. (Boswell defends the oldest 

imding, talking nonsense about a redundant syllable,” ^c,) 

C) pigning love;} Walker {OriL &c., voL iii* pr46) ‘Hhinks 

Shakespeare wrote signed love/ ” — which Hanmer gave. 
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One that compos’d your beauties ; yea^ and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, 

Bj hiTn imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Ser. So is Lysander. 

In himself he is ; 

But in this kind, wanting your father’s voice. 

The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would my father look’d but with my eyes. 

The, Bather your eyes must with his judgment look. 
Her, I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold, 

Nor how it may concern my modesty, 

In such a presence here to plead my thoughts ; 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires ; 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 

Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice, 

You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d, 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage; 

But earthlier-happy^^^ is the rose distill’d 
Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn, 

Grows, lives, ancldies in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 

0 eartMier-hajtpy] Has been altered to ** earthly happier,” — a more 
correct ex]H‘esai on, doiibtks^ : but Shakespeare (like his contemporaries) 
did not allt'ays write correctly. — EartUler-happy^^ “i.e. more eartMy- 
happy.” Walker, Out Erum.f &c., vol. i. p. 27, 
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I have some private schooling for you both. — 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father’s will ; 

Of else the law of Athens yields you up — 

^Tiich by no means we may extenuate — 

To death, or to a vow of single life. — 

Coipe, my Hippolyta : what cheer, my love ? — 

Demetrius, alid Egeus, go along : 

I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

Ege. With duty and desire we follow you. 

[Exetmt Tlies,, Eip,^ Eye,, Eem., and Train. 
Lys, How now, iny love ! why is your cheek so pale ? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

Her. Belike for want of rain, which I could well 
lieteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lys. Ay me 1 for aught that ever I could read, 

Could ever hear by tale or history. 

The course of true love never did run smooth ; 

But, either it was dilfcrent in blood, — 

Her. 0 cross ! too high to be enthrall’d to low 
Lys, Or else misgrafled in respect of years, — 

Her, 0 spite ! too old to be engag’d to young 1 
Zys. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends,— 

He 7 \ 0 hell ! to choose love by another’s eyes ! 

Zys, Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 

Making it momentany as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ; 

Brief as the lightning in the coUied night, 

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 

.And ere a man hath power to say, Behold I ” 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 

So quick bright things come to coniiision. 

Her, If, then, true lovers have been ever cross’d, 

It stands as an edict in destiny : 


0 The old eda, have ‘^loue.’ 
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Then let us teach our trial patience, 

Because it is a customary cross, 

As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and sighs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy’s followers. 

Zys. A good persuasion : therefore, hear me, Heimia. 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child : 

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 

And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us. If thou lov’st me, then, 

Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night ; 

And in the wood, a league without the town, 

Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 

To do observance to a morn of May, 

There will I stay for thee. 

Mer. My good Lysander I 

I swear to thee, by Cupid’s strongest bow ; 

By his best arrow with the golden head ; 

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves ; 

By that which Imitteth souls and prospers loves ; 

And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 

By all the vows that ever men have brolce, 

In number more than ever women spoke - 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 

To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Zys. Keep promise, If^ve. Look, here comes Helen^A 


Enter Helena. 

Ser. God speed fair Helena ! whither away ? 

EeL Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 
”^emetrius loves your fair : 0 happy fair I 

eyes are lode-stam ; and your tongue’s sweet air 
jsi^eable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 

’-^at is green, when hawthorn-buds appe» 
f'^ching: 0, were favour so, 
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Yours -wonld I calcli/^^ fair Hermia ! ere I go, 

My ear should catch your voice, iny eye your eye,^^l- 
Mj tongue should catch your tongue's sweot^pa^^’ 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being 
The rest give to be to you traup^^^? 

0, teach me how you look ; and with' mine ; 

Yoi¥ sway the motion of Demetrius' hermia felt, 

Mer. I frown upon him, yet he h did melt. 

Jlel 0, that your frowns woulodit: 

skill ! t 

Her, I give him curses, yet he gives mt 
Ilel, 0, that iny prayers could such affecti 
Her, The more I hate, the more he follows mc 
Hel. The more 1 love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helen, is no fault of mine. 

HeL None, but your beauty : would that fault were mine ! 
Her. Take comfort : he no more shall see my face , 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Lysander see, 

Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me : 

0 Yoim would I catoK’l So Haiimer. — The quaitos and the folios 
have “ Your words I (and Ide^ catch.^^ 

(^) J/// ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye,] Mr. W. N. 
Lettsoru would read i/v hair should catch your hair, my eye your eye,^^ 
and defend®! the alteration thus: ‘‘As the passage stands at present, 
Helena wishes her ear may resemble the voice of Hermia ! I conceive 
that, in the first place, ^heare^ — ^heare^ [a common old spelling of 
^ /<iaiV ’] w’as transformed into ‘eare’ — ‘eare^ by tne blunder of a tran- 
scriber. The verse was then operated upon "by a sophisticator, who 
regarded nothing but the line before him, and ^vas not aware of the true 
meaning of eye your eye,^ hut took ^catch^ m the ordinary sense, 
not in the peciihai sense of contracting disease, which it hears through* 
,:.ut this passage. ' 

RllJ “ Head * FdJ I cannot but think that the 'i'jiequent con- 
fusion of ‘ ' and* ‘ ^ is a misprint, not an Lettsom. 

But it certainly appears that our ancestors frequently used “ will ” where 
we now use “ would ; '' e.g. 

If I should pay your worship those again, 

Perchance you will not hear them patiently.” 

The Comedy of Errors, act i sc. 2 . 

I mould bend under any heavy weight 

That hell enjoin me to,” Much Ado about Nothing, act v. sc. i. 

P) HeleUfl The old eds. have “ Helena : ” but compare the first line 
of LysandePs next .speech, and see 'post 
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then, what graces in my love do well, 
hath turn’d a heaven unto a hell 1 

you our minds we will unfold : 

To-morrow nigh^’’'1^^en Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in ti^e watery glass, 

Deciding with liquid pehrl the Haded grass, — 

A time that lovers’ fligh’ts doth still conceal, — 

Through Athen’s gates h.ave we devis’d to steal.* 

Her. And in the woo(h where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose-loeds were wont to lie, 

Emptying our bos'nms of their counsel sweet, 

There my Lysamder and myself shall meet ; 

And thencf^'froin Athens turn away our eyes, 

Tor^^Cnew friends and stranger companies.^^^ 

Parewell, sweet playfellow : pray thou for us ; 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! — 

Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
From lovers* food till morrow deep midnight. 

Lys, I will, my Hermia. [Exit Herm. 

Helena, adieu : 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you I [Exit 

Hel How happy some o’er other-some can be I 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 

He will not know what all but he do know : 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 

Love can transpose to fo^’m and dignity : 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ; 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind : 

Nor hath love’s mind of any judgment taste; 

Viugs, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 


( 12 ) mumd meety 

, , . , stranger companies^} 

So Tlieobald. — The old eds. have ** wimsell sweld ” ancl ^‘^angs com- 
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And therefore is Love said to be a child, 

Because m choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish hoys in game themselves forswear, 

So Qze boy Love is perjur’d every where : 
i or ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne, 

He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine ; 

And ;^hen this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s ffight : 

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night 
Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

But herein mean T to enrich my pain. 

To have his sight thither and back again. [Exit 


Scene II. The same. A room in Quince’s house. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 

Quin. Is all our company here ? 

Bot. You were best to call them generally, man by man, 
according to the scrip. 

Quin. Here is the scroll of every man’s name, which is 
thonght fit, through all Athens, to play in onr interlude before 
the duke and the duchess on his wedding-day at night. 

BoL First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats 
on; then read the names of the actors; and so grow to a point. 

Quin. Marry, our play is The mask lamentable comedy and 
most cruel death of Byramus mid Thisie. 

^ Bot A very good piece of work, I assure y<(u, and a 
merry. — Now, gQod Peter Quince, call forth your actors by 
the scroll. — Masters, spread yourselves. 

Quin. Answer as 1 call you. — ^Nick Bottom the weaver. 

Bot. Eeady. Name what part I am for, and proceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus. 

Bot. What is Pyramus ^ a lover, or a tyrant ? 

Quin, plover, that kills himself most gallantly for love. 

Bot That will ask some tears in the true performing of 
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it : if I do it, let the audience look to their eyes ; I will move 
storms, I will condole in some measure. To the rest yet/^®^ 
my chiaf humour is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, 
or a part to tear a cat in, to make all split. 

‘‘ The raging rocks 
And shivering shocks 
Shall break the locks 
Of prison-gates ; 

And Phibhus’ car 
Shall shine from far, 

And make and mar 
The foolish Pates.” 

This was lofty ! — ^PTow name the rest of the players. — This is 
Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein ; — a lover is more condoling. 

Quin, Prancis Flute the bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You must take Thisbe on you. 

Flu. What is Thisbe ? a wandering knight ? 

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman ; I have a beard 
coming 

Quin. That’s aU one : you shall play it in a mask, and 
you may speak as small as you wiH. 

Rot An I may hide my face, let me play Thisbe too : 111 
speak in a monstrous little voice ; — '' Thisne, Thisne,” — '' Ah, 
Pyramus, my lover dear ! thy Thisbe dear, and lady dear ! ” 

Quin. No, no ; you must play Pyramus : — and, Piute, you 
Thisbe. 

Rot. Well, proceed. 

Quin. JRobin Starveling the tailor. 

Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Eobin Starveling, you must play Thisbe’s mother. 
— Tom Snout the tinker. 

Sno%it. Here, Peter Quince. 

( 13 ) fo the rest yeQ According to Mr. Staunton, simply ®To ih© 
rest now/ 

^ raging rochs/^ Probably a quotation [somc-^at altered t] 

Troiii an old play, founded on the labours of Hercules.” Malone. 
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Quin. You, Pyramus’ father ; myself, Thisbe’s father 
Snng the joiner, you, the lion’s part : — and, I hope, here is a 
play fitted. 

Snug. Have you the lion’s part written ? pray you, if it 
be, gh’^e it me, for I am slow of study. 

Qum, You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that I will do 
any man’s heart good to hear me; I will roar, that I will 
make the duke say, "'Let him roar again, let him roar 
again.” 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you would fright 
the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek ; and that 
were enough to hang us all. 

AIL That would hang us, every mother’s son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright the " 
ladies out of their wits, they would have no more discretion 
but to hang us : but I will aggravate my voice so, that I wiii 
roar you as gently as any sucking dove ; I will roar you ar 
’twere any nightingale. 

Qtdn. You can play no part but Pyramus ; for Pyramue 
is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man as one shall see 111 9 
summer’s day ; a most lovely, gentleman-like man : therefore 
you must needs play Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I bes 
to play it in ? 

Quin. Wliy, what you will. 

Bot. 1 will discharge it in either your straw-colour beard 
your orange-tawny beard, your purpk-in-grain beard, or you 
French-crown-colour beard, your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair at all, 
and then you wil'* play barefaced. — But, masters^ here ate 
your parts : and I am to entreat you, request you, and desire 
you, to con them by to-morrow night ; and meet me in the 
palace- wood, a mile without the town, by moonlight : there 
will we rehearse, — for if we meet in the city, we shall be 
dogged with company, and our devices known. In the mean 
time I wi^, draw a bill of properties, such as our play wants. 

I pray you, fail me not 
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ayo 

Bot We win meet; and there we may rehearse more 
obscenely and courageously. 

Quin, Take pains ; he perfect : adieu.^^^^ At the duke's 
oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough ; hold, or cut bow-strings. \BmunL 


ACT IL 

Scene I. A wood near Athens. 

Enter ^ from o;p]podte ddes^ a Fairy, and Puck 

Puch. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 

Fai. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander every where, 

Swifter than the moon’s sphere 
And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green. 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be : 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fauy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours : 

I must go seek some dewdrops here, 

T} And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 

Farewell, thou lob of spirits ; I’ll be gone : 

Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

'j PtichfThB king doth keep his revels here to-night : 

Take heed the queen come not within his sight ; 

Tah fains} he perfect: adien.! With Mr, CoIlier^s Ms. Corrector, 
I give these words to Quince. In me old eds. they form a portion of 
the preceding speech. 

(15) moonts ^7wte}J Was altered by Steevens to ‘^moones sphere 
He also cited trom Sidney’s Arcadia the expression moony ^^here^m 
a probable reading in the present passage; and Mr.^/^rrant White 
adopts it 
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For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 

Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king ; 

Slie never had so sweet a changeling : 

And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild ; 

But she perforce withholds the lov^d boy, 

Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy : 
And now they never meet in grove or green, 

By fountain clear or spangled starlight sheen, 

But they do square, that all their elves, for fear, 

Creep into acorn-cups, and hide them there. 

Fai Either I mistake your shape and making quite, 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 
Call’d Eobin Goodfellow : are you not he 
That frights^^^^ the maidens of the viliagery ; 

Skims milk, and sometime labours in the quern, 

And bootless makes the breathless housewife churn ; 
And sometime makes the drink to bear no barm ; 
Misleads night- wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 

You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 

Are not you he ^ 

Ftiek. Fairy, thou speak’st aright 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon, and make him smile, 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 

Weighing in likeness of a filly foal: 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s iiowl, 

Jn very likeness of a roasted crab; 

And when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 

And on her wither’d dewlap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 


'‘So the quartos and folio properly ; and it is clear that 
[m thelollowmg lines] the verbs ‘ skims, ^ ‘ labours,' ‘ makes,' &c., though 
not so printed [in the old eds.], should be in the singular also.” CoIiLiek, 
kne the old eds. have ^‘sometimes:" but compare what follows. 

aright Fairy” is the addition of Mr! 
Comer’s MS. Corrector, and far 'better than the other attempts that have 
been made to complete the metre. 
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Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 

Then slip I from her hum, down topples she, 

And “ tailor ” cries, and falls into a cough ; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips and loflf, 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 

But room now, fairy ! here comes Oheron/^®^ 

Fai. And here my mistress. — Would that he were gone ! 


Enter, from one side, Oberon, loith Ms Train ; from the other, 
Titania, loith hers. 

Ole. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 

Tita. What, jealous Oberon! — Fairies, skip hence 
I ha 76 forsworn his bed and company. 

OT^e. Tarry, rash wanton : am not I thy lord ^ 

iita. Then I must be thy lady : but I know 
"^"^en thou hast stol’n away from fairy-land, 

And in the shape of Gorin sat all day, 

Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 
To amorous PhylUda. Why art thou here, 

Come from the furthest steep of India, 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskinkl mistress and your warrior love, 

To Theseus must be wedded ? and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe. How canat thou thus, for shame, Titania, 

Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
From Pe^igenia,^^®^ whom he ravished ? 

(i®) Bui room now, fairy ! here comes OheroTL] I have inserted now ’’ 
for the nieWs sake (which is surely preferable to the usual modern 
emendation, But make room,faiTy^ /'’ — To print, as some editors have 
done, But room, is too ridiculous). 

Fairies, skiy^heM:} The old eds. have ** Fairy skip henceJ^ — My 
friend the Bev. w. Harness conjectures keep hence.” — I for- 

merly suggested Fairies, trip he/m” 

In North’s translation of Plutarch (Life of Theseus) 
this lady is called Perigouna. The alteration was probably intentional. 
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And make Mm with fair -®gi 4 break his faitli^ 

Witli Ariadne and Antiopa ? 

Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy : 

And never, since the middle summer’s spring, 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

Ey pavfed fountain or by rushy brook, 

Or in the beached margent of the sea,^^^^ 

To dance our ringlets to the wMstling wind. 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d rmr sport. 

Therefore the -winds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have suck’d uj) from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; wliich falling in the land, 

Have every pelting river made so proud, 

That they have overborne their continents : 

The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain, 

Tiie ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard : 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field, 

And crows are fatted with the murrain fiock ; 

The nine-men’s-morris is fill’d up with mud ; 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 

For lack of tread, are undistinguishable : 


for the sake of harniony. Her real name was Feric/vne \Il€pcyovv 7 j, Pint, 
in Tim. cap. viiLV' Maloee. Theobald prints “Perigune,’^ Haiuner 
Perigyne," and Mr. Grant White “ Perigonna.^^ — In the next line the 
old eds. have ‘‘Eagles.’^ 

( 21 ) Or in the beached margent of the i>m,] I have not followed the 
inodem editors ill altering to '^011,” because here Shakespeare may 
have written in (which was often used for on ”), So in Gpnbehne, 
act iii. sc. 6, ‘‘Gold strewki i’ the floor” (^lere Boswell cites from the 
Lord's Prayer, “Thy will be done in earth”). — 1863. 1 now find that 
Mr, Halliwell and Mr. Staunton also retain “m” here. — But Mr. W 
Letisom observes to me; ‘‘Is it not hazardous to retain ‘mtlie 
beachM margent,' when Shakespeare has written, in A LCceFs Com-' 
plaint ‘ Upon whosfi maigent weejiing she -was set'? It is true that in 
is frequently used before earth, mountain, hill, and the like ; but this 
scarcely warrants ^in the floor i tor the wordj^oor seems to give exclu- 
sively the notion of mrface; while the other tvords express also abode or 
localitip It is, besides, not merely more or less probable, but positively 
certain, that printers confound these prepositions; as, for instance, in 
King Richard IlL act v. sc. i, 

‘ To turn their own points on their masteiV bosoms ; 

m 

where the folios have in, the quartos onR 
VOL. II. 
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The human mortals want their winter cheer 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air. 

That rheumatic diseases do abound : 

And thorough this distemperature we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown 
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : the spring, the summer, 

The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries; and the mazM world, 

By their increase, now knows not which is which : 

And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 

We are their parents and original. 

Ohe. Do you amend it, then ; it lies in you : 

Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

To be my henchman. 

Tita. Set your heart at rest : 

The fairy-land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a votaress of my order : 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 

Full often bath she gossip’d by my side ; 

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 

Marking th’ embarkM traders on the flood ; 

When we have laugh’^ to see the sails conceive 
And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind ; 

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait 

(^) want thdr winter cheer;} The conjecture of Theobald. — The old 
eds, have want their winter ne *re,” which is proved to be nonsense by 
the attempts to explain iK 

(25) And on old Miemd thin mid Grown} So Tyrwhitt — ^The old 
eds., by the slightest possible misprint, have — E'^ems cMnne mid icy 
crown ; and accordingly in ino-^t of the modern editions Hiems figures 
with a chaplet of smmuer-buds on his chm : see my Emiarhs on Mn 
Colliet^s afid Mr, Knlyldh eds. of Shakespeare, p. 46. 

(2*) child hi f] he. teeming.— Pope gave **eni(ling.” 
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Follo^ving, — her womb then rich with my young squire— 
Would imitate, and sail upon tlie land, 

To fetch me trifles, and return again, 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 

And for her sake I do rear up her boy ; 

And for her sake I will not part with him. 

Ohe. How long within this wood intend you stay ? 

Tita. Perchance till after Theseus’ wedding-day. 

If you will patiently dance in our round, 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 

11 not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Ole. Give me that hoy, and I will go with thee. 

Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom. — Fairies, away 1 
We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

[Exit Titania with her Train. 
Ohe. Well, go tliy way : thou shalt not from this grove 
Till I torment thee for this injury. — 

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou remember’st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin’s back, 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude sea grew civil at her song, 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid’s music. 

Fnch. i remember. 

Ohe. That very time I saw — but thou couldst not — 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 

Cupid all arm’d : a certain aim he Jpok 
At a fair vestal throned by the west, 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 

(^) Following.^ — her womb then nek with my yomig squire^' — ^ So the 
ohl eds. — Keiirick and Farmer would make the parenthesis begin 
sooner, thu'«, 

‘'gait,— 

Following her womb, then rich udth my young squire, — 

'' which,” obserYes Mr. W. N. Lettsom, “ I tlnnk right. M. Mason^s 
objection [that 'every woman who walks forward must/o^^oti ? her womh ^ 
appears to jpie to be ' naught.’ Perhaps Collier’s Corrector was right in 
altering ’ to 'ripe see line 3 below.” 
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As it should pierce a hundred-tliousaud hearts : 

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon, 

And the imperial votaress passed on, 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 

It fell upon a little western flower, 

Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound, 

And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Betch me that flower ; the herb I show’d thee once : 

The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid 
Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Ul)on the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb ; and be thou hero again 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league 

Puch. 111^^®^ put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. [Exit 

Ole, Having once this juice, 

ril watch Titania when she is asleep, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes 

The next thing then she waking looks upon, — 

Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 

On meddling monkey or on busy ape, — 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love : 

And ere I take this charm off from her sight, — 

As I can take it with another herb, — 

111 make her render up her page to me. 

But who comes here ? I am invisible ; 

And I will overhear thw conference. 

Demetrius, MmsmA following Mm. 

Bern, love thee not, therefore pursue ;Da„e not. 

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia ? 

The one 111 slay, the other slayeth 

ip) I^ll] '*Here too,” says Mr. W. K*. Lettsom, ‘Hhe sense requires 
and so the Old Corrector [whom, however, Mr. Collier dfjes not 
follow hcie]. ^Pll^ moreover, hegin.s two lines in the next speech.” 
See note lo. 

p) The, one IHl slay, the other sluyeth me.] Thiiiby^ correction.— The 
oht ed^, have The om Re stay, the other s&yeth me.” 
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Thou told’st me they were stol’n mto 
And here am I, and wood within this wood. 

V manse I cannot meet my Hermia. 

HeC «et thee gone, and follow me no more, 
m W dra; me. you W-hearted adamant ; 

Blit yet you draw not iron, for my ‘ 

Is ti^e I steel : leave you your power to draw, 

And I shall have no power to , 

Dem. Do I entice you ? do I speah you fan . 

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 
Tell you I do not nor I cannot love you . 

tor ttot do I love you the .nor., 

I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more you heat me, I wiU fawn on ■ 

U« ue tat os your spaniel, spurn me, stake me. 
Neglect me. lose me ; only give me leave. 

Unworthy as I. am, to follow you. 

What worser place can I beg in your love. 

And yet a place of high respect with me. 

Than to be usM as you use your dog ? ^ 

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred ol my- spirit, 

Ifor I am sick when I do look on thee. 

Eel. And I am sick when I look not on you. 

Dem. You do impeach your modesty too muc i, 

To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 

To trust the opportunity of night. 

And the ill counsel of a desert place. 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Eel. Your virtue is my privilege for that. 

Jt is not night when I do see your face, 

Therefore I think, I am not in the night ; 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company. 

For you in my respect are all the world : 

Then how can it be said I am alone. 

When all the world is here to look on me ? 

Dem. ni run from thee and hide me in the brakes. 


{!») /(„.] -Qy. • though W. N. LsirsoM. 
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And leave thee to tlie mercy of wild-Leasts. 

Hel The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 

Eiiii when you will, the story shall be chang’d, — 

Aisollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 

The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger, — bootless speedy 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies 1 

Dem. I will not stay thy question let me go : 

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief m the wood. 

Hek Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field, 

You do me mischief, Fie, Demetrius I 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 

We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo. 

Ill follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 

To die upon the hand I love so well. \Exeunt Don, oMd HeL 
Ole, Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this grove, 
Thou Shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. 


Ec-enter PucK; 


Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 
Puck. Ay, there it is. 

Ole. ' I pray thee, give it 

I know a bank whereon^®^^ the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 


(29) question;’] i.e. discourse, conversation,— Steevem's conjecture, 
which also occuircd to Walker {Gvit. Exutn*, &c., vol. i. p 24 S).— 'Iho 
old eds. have questions ” 

(30) Hast thou the flower there ^ Welcome^ wmvwr. 

Puck. A% there it is, 

Obe. I fray thee^ giw it me.] 

«The first part of each of these two verses/’ says Mr. W. K. Letlsom,. 
IS inconsistent with, the second part. Should we not read and point . 


* Hast thou the flower there j welcome wanderer ? 
Puck. Ay, here it is. 

Obe. I yx&y tim give it me. 


Mr. Swynfen Jervis proposes, ** Welcome, wanderer. Hast thou the 

flower there r' „ t . . nr i 1 

(31) whereon] The old eds. have ** where which Maloi>e supposed 

to be used here m a dissyllable I 
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Quite over-canopied witli luscious woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night, 

Lu^'d in these flowers with dances and delight ; 

And there the snake throws her enamelFd skin, 

"\\^eed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 

And^^^^ with the juice of this Til streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 

x\. sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes; 

But do it when the next thing he espies 
May he the lady : thou sbalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with some care, that lie may prove 
More fond on her than she upon her love : 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

Ptich Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 

^Pxeunt 


Scene II. Another ^art of the wood. 

Elder Titania, until her Train. 

Tita. Come, now a xoundel and a fairy song ; 
Then, for the third part of a minute, hence ; — 

Some, to kill cankers m the musk-rose buds ; 

Some, war with rere-mice for their leathern wings, 

To make my small elves coats ; an4 some, keep back 


(S2) hmiom'} Theohalcl and Mr. CollieiA M.^. Corrector lead 
C*) tkm flowers] Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector read*!, bowers.” 

■—“Oddly enough, Knight has attached the Ub. Corrector’s readmes 

* bowers; with a string of absutditieb ; while Grant White, who adopts 
it, makes a remark that is conclusive agaiiust it, viz that ‘a bank, over- 
canopied with woodbine, muskroses, and eglantine, is certainly a bower.’ 
I strongly suspect that the geiuime reading is ‘tins bower/ Probably 

* bower ’ v as in the fix st instance miswritten ^Jlowerp then succeeded 

sophistication * these flowers^ an awkwanl attenint to orocure sense ” 
\\ . N. Li/moM. 

, Banmer substituted “There.”— Mr. W. N. Lettiom i.io 
poses “Now.” ^ 
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The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep ; 

Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

Song 

Fird Fcunj, You spotted snakes with double tongue, 

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen ; 
iSTewts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 

Come not near our fairy queen, 

CHOEUS. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 

Lulla, iulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby : 

Kever harm, 

I:Tor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

8mo7id Fairy. Weaving spiders, come not here ; 

Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence ! 

Beetles black, approach not near ; 

Worm nor snail, do no offence. 

CHORUS. 

Philomel, with melody, &c. 

First Fairy. Hence, away 1 now all is well : 

One aloof stand sentinel. 

[Emunt Fairies. Titania $leejj'<. 

FfiUr Obbron. 

Ole What thou see'st when thou dost wake, 

\Squeczes the fiower Titania's eyelids. 
Do it for thy true-love take ; 

Love and languish for his sake : 

Be it ounce, or cat, or hear, 

Pajrd, or boar with bristled hair, 
in thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wak^st, it is thy dear : 

Wake when some vile thing is near. 
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Mrder Lysandbb and Hbbmia. 


Lys, Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood ; 

And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way : 

Well rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her, Bel so, Lysander : find you out a bed ; 

For I upon this bank will rest iny head. 

Lys, One turf shall serve as pillow for us both ; 

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

Her, hfay, good Lysander ; for my sake, my dear, 

Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys. 0, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence 1 
Love takes the meaning in love’s conference. 

1 mean, that my heart unto yours is knit, 

So that but one heart we can make of it : 

Two bosoms interchainM with an oath ; 

So then two bosoms and a single troth. 

Then by your side no bed-room me deny ; 

For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily * — 
hTow much beshrew my manners and my pride, 

If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
Lie further off ; in human modesty, 

Such separation as may well be said 
Becomes a %drtuous bachelor and a maid. 

So far be distant ; and, good night, sweet Mend : 

Thy love ne’er alter till thy sweet life end ! 

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I ; 

And then end life when I end loyalty 1 
Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest t 

Her. With hMi that wish the wisher’s eyes be press'd . 

[They sleep. 


Enter Puck. 


Tuck Through the forest have I gone, 
But Athenian found I none. 

On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower’s force in stiri’ing love. 
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Night and silence ! who is here ? 

Weeds of Athens he doth wear : 

This is he my master said 
Despised the Athenian ma^id ; 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground : — 

Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Nearer this lack-love, this kill-courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

\_Sgiieczes the flower on Ly sunder^ s eyelids. 
A1 1 the power this charm doth owe. 

When thou wak’st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid : 

So awake when I am gone ; 

For I must now to Oberon. [EooiL 

Enter Pemetiui s <uyl IFelena, rwimng. 

Eel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

Dam, I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus. 
EeL 0, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so. 

Dam. Stay, on thy peril : I alone will go. [ErdL 

Eel 0, I am out of breath in this fond chase I 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 

Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies ; 

For she hath blessM and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears : 

'X.sQj W are oftener wash'd than hers. 

I am as ugly as a bear ; 
asts that meet mQi^run away for fear : 
ore no marvel though Demetrius 
Oie^ a monster, fly my presence thus. 

*t wssked and dissembling glass of mine^ 
ade me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne ? — 

Nearer this t>h%s kili^murtesy.^ Ihe old eds. have 

“iSleere thulaekedom^^ printed "‘Near to &c . — Theobald, 

retaining Pope’s threw out the words ^Uhis lackdovej^ — *‘Bead 
nearer for neare. The force of nearer^ anO Lysandep!^ «liscourtesy (as it 
appeared to our friend Puck), are expbmieil by the scene inimedtatelj 
preceding between Lysander and Hernua,” Walker’e Crit 
vol. ii. p. 52. 
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Blit wlio is here ? — Lysander 1 on the ground I 
Dead ? or asleep ? — I see no blood, no wound. — 

Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Z%s, [siarting %up\ And run through fire I will for tliy 
sweet sake. 

Transparent Helen Nature shows her 

That through thy bosom makes me see my hearfc.^^^^ 

Where is Demetrius ? 0 , how fit a word 
Is that vile name to perish on my sword ’ 

Bel Do not say so, Lysander; say not so. 

What though he love your Hermia ? Lord, what though ? 
Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

Lys. Content with Hermia ! No ; I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Not Hermia, but Helen now I love 
Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 

The wdll of man is by his reason sway'd ; 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season : 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 

And touching now the point of human skill, 

Eeason becomes the marshal to my will, 


T > IMen !’\ The old eda. have Transgaient Helena.” — 

Head ^ as in half a dozen other passages in this play ” Walker's 
Cnt. Eccwi.^ &c., vol. 1, p. 230. So some of the earlier editors 
U) Katvm shows her art,] So Malone. — ^The quartos have ^hlaticre 
skewes arte.’ — The folio has nature her sheues art^’ which in the 
second ioiio was altered to nature here shewes uriZ 
C®) That through thy hosom makes me see my Iwartk] The old eds. have 
thy heart ” — Read, says Walkei*(( 7 ri^. Em^n., &e., vol. i. p. 
300), heart/ The old poetie.il comnionplace ; e.y., As you like U, 

^ That thou inightst join her band with his, 

Winw-eJieart v ithin her hosom is/ 

Compare Bonnet cxxxiii. 

‘ Prison my heart in thy steel hobom's ward.’” 

, I love:] In this line all the old eds. 

have Helena” Fislnn-’s quarto omits Walker (Cnt Emm, 

&c., yol 1. p. 230) observes, I do not think, however, that hiow^ can 

^ Read ’[which occurs sevei'al times in thn 

playj. 
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And leads me to your eyes ; where 1 o'eilook 
Love-stories/^^^ written in Love's richest book 

Hel, Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born ? 
When" at your hands did I deserve this scorn ? 

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can. 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye, 

But you must flout my insufficiency ? 

(lood troth, you do me wrong, — good sooth, you do, — 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well : perforce I must confess 
I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

. 0, that a lady, of one man refus’d, 

Should of another therefore be abus’d"! 

Zys, She sees not Hermia. — Hermia, sleep thou there : 
And never mayst thou come Lysander near I 
Bor, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 

Or, as the heresies that men do leave 
Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit and my heresy, 

Of all be hated, but the most of me ! 

And, all my powers, address your love and might 
To honour Helen, and to be her knight 1 [Mmt 

Her, \cma 1 dng] Help me, Lysander, help me! do thy 
best 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast I 
Ay me, for pity I — ^what a dream was here 1 
Lysander, look how I d^ quake with fear : 

Methought a serpent eat luy heart away, 

And you sat smiling at liis cruel prey. — 

Lysan^fer ! — what, remov’d ? — Lysander 1 ,lqrd 1 — 

What, out of hearing ? gone 1 no sound, no word ? 

Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 

Speak, of all loves ! I swoon almost with fear. 

■' ) The old eds. have Loaes Corrected by 

Waite (Ont MmtiLy voL i, p. 255). 

pi (IX) So Fisher’s quarto f<woiin«’\-«The othar old eda 

swouud ’’ and “ sound*’’ 
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Ko ^ — then I well perceive you are not uigli : 
Either death or you I’ll find immediately 


ACT IIL 

Scene I. The wood. Titania lying asleep. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Boitom, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 

JJot. Are we all met ? 

Qimi. Pat, pat ; and here’s a marvellous convenient place 
for our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our stage, this 
liawthorn-hrake our tiring-house ; and we will do it in action 
as we will do it before the duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince, — 

Quin. What say’st thou, bully Bottom ? 

Bot. There are things in this comedy^^^^ of Byramus and 
TMshe that will never please. First, Pyramus must draw 
a sword to kill himself; which the ladies cannot abide. 
How answer you that ? 

Smut By’r lakin, a parlous fear. 

Star 1 believe we must leave the killing out, when all 
is clone. 

Bot. Nc>t a wliit: I have a device to make all well 
Write me a prologue ; and let the prologue seem to say, 
we will do no harm with our swords, and that Pyramus is 
not killed indeed ; and, for the more better assurance, tell 
them that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the 
w^eaver: this will put them out of f?ar. 

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue ; and it shall 
be written in eight and six. 

Bot No, mak^ it two more ; let it be written in^eight 
and eight. 

Snout. Will not the ladies be aieard of the lion ? 

Star. 1 fear it, I promise you. 

(^*^) There are things in this eomedg] ‘*Qu. ^Tiier© are three things,’ 
&e. See -v>hat follows. I think, indeed, it is required.” Walker’s Oht 
Extm., &i‘,fvol ii. p, 256. 
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Bot Masters, you ougM to consider witli yourselves ; to 
bring in, — God shield us ! — a lion among ladies is a most 
dreadful thing; for there is not a more fearful wild-fowl 
than your lion living ; and we ought to look to it. 

Snout. Therefore another prologue must tell he is not a lion. 

Bot Nay, you must name his name, and half his face 
must be seen through the lion's neck ; and he himself^ must 
speak through, saying thus, or to the same defect, — Ladies," 
— or, “ Fair ladies, — I would wish you," — or, '' I would re- 
c[uest you," — or, “ I would entreat you, — not to fear, not to 
tremble ; my life for yours. If you think I come hither as 
a lion, it were pity of my life : no, I am no such thing ; 
I am a man as other men are : " — and there, indeed, let hinj 
name his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner. 

Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard things, 
— that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber ; for, you 
know, Pyrainus and Thisbe meet by moonlight. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we play our play ? 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the almanac ; find 
out moonshine, find out moonshine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night. 

Bot. Why, then may you leave a casement of the great 
chamber- window, where we play, open, and the moon may 
shine in at the casement. 

Quin. Ay; or else one must come in with a bush of 
thorns and a lantern, and say he comes to disfigure, or to 
present, the person of moonshine. Then, there is another 
tldng: we must have a wall in the great chamber; for 
Pyramus and Thisbe, ^ys the story, did talk through the 
chink of a wall. 

Snug. You can never bring in a wall. — What say yofg 
liottojsj^? 

Bot Some man or other must present wall : and let Mm 
have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-cast about 
him, to signify wall ; and^^^ let Mm hold his fingers thus, 
and through that cranny shall P^Tamus and Thisbe whisper. 

an<I] The old eds. have a mistake occasion^ by 

■oceurrmg twice just before. 
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Quin, If that may be, then all is well, Come, sit down, 
every mother’s son, and rehearse your parts. Pyramns, yon 
begin ; when yon have spoken your speech, enter into thafc 
brak^; — and so every one according to his cue. 


Enter Puck behind. 

Fuck What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering 
here, 

So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 

What, a play toward I 111 be an auditor ; 

An actor too perhaps, if I see cause. 

Quin, Speak, Pyramns. — Thisbe, stand forth. 

P?/r. Thisbe, the flowers of odious savours sweet, — 

Quin, Odours, odours.” 

odours savours sweet : 

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisbe dear. — 

But hark, a voice ! stay thou but here awhile, 

And by and by I will to thee appear. [Exit. 

Fuck A stranger Pyramns than e’er play’d here. 

[Aside, and exit. 

This, Must I speak now ? 

Quin. Ay, marry, must you ; for you must understand he 
goes but to see a noise that he heard, and is to come again. 
This, Most radiant Pyramns, most lily-white of hue, 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier, 

Most brisky juvenai, and eke most lovely Jew, 

As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire, 

I’ll meet thee, Pyramns, at Hinny’s tomb. 

Quin, Mnus’ tomb,” man : — ^why, you must not speak 
that yet ; that you answer to Pyramus : you speak all your 
part at once, cues and all, — ^Pyramus, enter: your cue is 
past ; it is, never tire.” 

This, 0, — ^As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire. 

Thisbe, ike flowers of odious savours sweet , — 

80 hath thy hreaih,] 

Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ the flomrs have odi&mf - 

Pope altered So hathf to Bo doth,” &c. 
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Re-enter Puck, and Bottom loith an ass^s head. 

Pyr. If I were fair, Thisbe, I were only thine ; — 

Quin. 0 monstrous 1 O strange ! we are haunted. — -J^ray, 
masters ! fly, masters ! — Help I 

{Exit loith Snug, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 
Puch 111 follow you, 111 lead you 'bout a round, 

Through bog, through bush,^^®^ through brake, through 
brier : 

Sometime a horse 111 be, sometime a hound, 

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn, 

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn, [Exit.^ 
Pot. Why do they run away ? this is a loiavery of them 
to make me afeard. 


Ee-enier Snout 

Snout 0 Bottom, thou art changed 1 what do I see on 
thee ? 

Bot What do you see ? you see an ass-head of your own, 
do you ? [Exit Snout 

Ee-enter Quince. 

Quin. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee 1 thou art trans- 
lated. [Exit 

Bot 1 see their knavery : this is to make an ass of me ; 
to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir from this 
place, do what they can : I will walk up and down here, and 
I will sing, that they shSU hear I am not afraid. [Sings. 

The ousel-cock so black of Ime, 

With orange-tawny bill, 

The throstle with his note so true, 

The wren with little quill ; — 


(^) Pyr. If I were fair, TImbe, I were only thine:---} ‘^Perhaps we 
ought to point thus; ‘If T were [iA as true, &(*..! fair Thkbe, I were 
only ihine.^’’ Mat ONK. 

(^) Through hog. tkrouah bush.} Mr, W. N, Lefctsoin proposes Through 
hog, tlioiigli brook, through hushJ* 
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lau'aJiutf/] What angel wakes me from my flowerv 
bed?* 

Bot. 

The linch, the sparrow, and the lark, 

The plain-song cuckoo gray, 

Whose note full many a man doth mark, 

And dares not answer nay ; — 

foi’, indeed, wlio would set his wit to so foolish a bird ? who 
would give a bird the lie, though he cry cuckoo” never so ? 

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again : 

Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note, 

So is mine eye enthrallM to thy shape ; 

And thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move me, 

On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee, 

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason for 
that : and yet, to say the truth, reason and love keep little 
company together now-a-days ; — ^the more the pity that some 
honest neighbours will not make them friends. ITay, I can 
gleek upon occasion. 

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to get out 
of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own turn. 

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go : 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit of no common rate, — 

The summer still doth tend upon my state ; 

And I do love thee : therefore, go with me ; 

111 give thee fairies to attend on th^e ; 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep : 

And I will purge thy mortal gros^ness so, 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go. — 

Peas-blossom 1 Cobweb I Moth 1 and Mustard-seed I 

Enter Peas-blossom, Cobweb, Moth, and Mdstakd-sebu 

Peas. Beady. 

Cok And I 
Motk*^ Andl. 
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Mus, And I. 

All Four. Where shall we go ? 

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman, — 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 

Peed him with apricocks and dewberries, 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 

The honey-bags steed from the humble-bees, 

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs, 

And light them at the fiery glow-worm^s eyes, 

To have my love to bed and to arise ; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies 
To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes : 

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

Feas. Hail, mortal ! 

Cok Had! 

Moth Hail! 

Mus. Had! 

Bot. I cry your worships mercy lieartily. — I beseech yivUi 
worship’s name. 

Ooh. Cobweb. 

Bot I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good Master 
Cobweb : if I cut my finger, 1 shall make bold with you. — 
Your name, honest gentleman ? 

Pe<is. Peas-blossom. 

Bot I pray you, commend me to Mistress Squash, your 
mother, and to Master Peascod, your father. Good Master 
Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of more acquaintance too. — 
Your name, I beseech you, sir ? 

Mus. Mustard-seed. ^ 

Bot Good Master Mustard-seed, I know your patience 
well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef hath devoured 
many^ gentleman of your house : I promise you your kindred 
hath made my eyes water ere now. I desire you of more 
asquaintance,^^^^ good Master Mustard-seed. 

I desire 0/ more Here the old eds. omit 

by an evident error. Compare the two^ preceding speeches of Bottom. 
(‘‘ The same mode of expression oeenrs in Lusty JuventuSf a morality ; 
* I shall desire ^ou of better acquaintance.* Such phraseology was veiy 
common to many of our early writem,** Steevbns.) 
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T’da, Gome, wait upon him ; lead him to iny bower. 

The moon methinks looks with a watery eye ; 

And when she w^eeps, weeps every little flow^er. 

Lj^pientmg some enforced chastity. 

Tm up my love’s^^®^ tongue, bring him silently. {Exeunt 


Scene II. Another part of the wood. 
Ente)^ Oberon. 

Ohe, I wonder if Titania be awak'd ; 

Then, what it was that next came m her eye, 
Which she must dote on in extremity. — 

Here comes my messenger. 

Enter Puck. 

How now, mad spirit ! 
Wliat night-rxile now about this haunted grove ? 

Fuck My mistress with a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower, 

While she was in her dull and sleeping heur, 

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 
lliat work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 

Were met together to rehearse a play, 

Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day. 

The shallowest thickskin of that barren sort 
"Who Pyramus presented in their sport. 

Forsook his scene, and enter’d in a brake : 

When I did him at this advantageHake, 

An ass’s nowl I fix^d on his head : 

Anon his Thisbe must be ausw^er^d. 

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy, 
wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 

Hising and cawing at the gun’s report, 

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

So, at his sight, away his fellows fly ; 


hvc'A The old eds. have loners.^ 
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And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls ; 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong, 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong ; 

For briers and thorns at their ai^parel snatch ; 

Some, sleeves, — some, hats ; — from yielders all things catch. 
I led them on in this distracted fear, 

And left sweet Pyrainus' translated there* 

When in that moment, — so it came to pass, — 

Titania wak'd, and straightway lov’d an ass. 

Obe. This falls out better than I could devise. 

But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

Pmlc, I took him sleeping, — that is finish’d too, — 

And the Athenian woman by his side ; 

That, when he wak’d, of force she must be ey’d. 

Enter Hermta and Demetrius. 

Obe, Stand close : this is the same Athenian. 

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man. 

Bern, 0, why rebuke you him that loves you so ? 

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

Ser, Now I but chide ; but I should use thee worse, 

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 

Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in knee-deep, 

And kdi me too. 

The sitn was not so true unto the day 
As he to me : would he have stol’n away 
From sleeping Hermia ? ru believe as soon 
This whole earth may be bor’d ; and that the moon 
May t)irough the centre creep, and so displease 
Her brother's noontide with th’ Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou hast murder’d him ; 

So should a murderer look, — so dead,^^^^ so grim. 

{■‘^) hm-deef,} The correction at* Ooletidge, and approved bv Walker. 
— ^The old eds. have •* the 

(^‘) dead^ It the Tight word (which it is),.nmst mean (as Mr. Gran- 
White observes) pallid.” — Pope reads dread. 
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Bern. So should the murder’d look ; and so should I, 
Pierc’d through the heart with your stern cruelty : 

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 

As yonder Yenus in her glimmering sphere. 

Eer. What’s this to my Lysander ^ where is he ? 

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ? 

Ilcm. I had rather give his carcass to my hounds. 

Her. Out, dog ! out, cur I thou driv’st me past the bounds 
Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him, then ? 
Henceforth be never number’d among men ! 

0, once tell true, tell true, even for my sake 1 
Durst thou have look’d upon him being awake, 

And hast thou kill’d him sleeping ? 0 brave touch ! 

(.biild not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 

An adder did it ; ibr with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

Bern, You spend your passion on a mispris’d mood 
I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood ; 

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Eer. I pray thee, tell me, then, that he is well. 

Bern, An if I could, what should I get therefore ? 

Eer. A privilege, never to see me more : — 

And from thy hated presence part I so 
See me no more, whether he be dead or no. [Exit 

Bern. There is no following her in this fierce vein : 

Here therefore for a while I will remain. 

So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 

Which- now in some slight measuise it will pay, 

If for his tender here I make some stay. [Lies down and sleeps. 

Ohe. What hast thou done ? thou liast mistaken qnite 
And laid the lov§-juice on some true-love’s sight: 

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 

Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d true. 

Puck Then fate o’er-rules ; that, one man holding troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

('^ waamUprihA mood:] Mr. ColhePs Ma Coirecloi readis ‘‘ma 
{^) ac?.*J Inseriyd Pope. 
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Ohe. About the wood go swifter than the wind, 

And Helena of Athens look thou find : 

All fancy-sick she is, and pale of cheer 

With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear : 

By some illusion see thou bring her here : 

111 charm his eyes against she do appear. 

Puck. I go, I go ; look how I go, — 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. 

Obe. Flower of this purple dye, 

Hit with Cupid’s archery, 

[Squeezes the flower on DenetrivJs eyelids^ 
Sink in apple of his eye 1 
When his love he doth espy, 

Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. — 

When thou wak’st, if she be by, 

Beg of her for remedy. 


Re-enter Puck. 

Puck Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand ; 

And the youth, mistook by me, 

Pleading for a lover’s fee. 

Shall we their fond pageant see ? 

Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 

Ohe. Stand aside : the noise they make 
Will cause Demetrius to awake 
Puck. Then wEl two^t once woo one, — 

That must needs be sport alone ; 

And those things do best please me 
That befall preposterously. 

Ee~pnfer and Lysanbbr. 

Lys. Wliy should you think that I should woo in scorn ? 

Scoin and derision never come in tears : 

Look, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so born, 

In their nativity all truth appears. 
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How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true ? 

Ed You do advance your cunning more and more. 

When truth kills truth, 0 devilish-holy fray > 

These vows are Hermia’s : will you give her o’er ? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you wdll nothing weigh : 

Your vows to her and me, put in two scales, 

Will even weigh ; and both as light as tales, 

£i/s. I had no judgment when to her I swore. 

Efl Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er. 

Z 3 /.S Demetrius loves lier, and he loves not you^""^^ 

Ej/l [awahmg] 0 Helen, goddess, nymph, perfect, 
divine * 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ^ 

Crystal is muddy. 0, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow 1 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 

Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow 
"When thou hold'st up thy hand : 0, let me kiss 
This princess^®^^ of pure white, this seal of bliss ! 

EeL 0 spite I 0 hell ! I see you aU are bent 
To set against me for your merriment : 

If you were civil and knew courtesy, 

You would nofc do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as I Imow you do, 

But you must join in souls to mock me too 
If you were men, as men you are in show. 

You would not use a gentle lady so; 

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 

When 1 am sure you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes 


(^) Dmetnus iwe$ her, and he loves ml you.] Walker (Crit. Exam , 
&c., vol. ill. p. 49) suspects that a hue is lost after this one. 

(54) Altered by Hanmer to ‘^pureness,” and by Mr. Collier^s 

Ms. Corrector to impress ” (which Mr. Collier himself had previously 
Boggested). — Mr. W. N. Lettsom proposes pnresC^ 
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With your derision! none of noble sort 
Would so offend a virgin, and extort 
A poor sonl’s patience, all to make yon sport. 

Zys. Yon are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 

For you love Herniia ; — this yon know I know : 

And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 
in Hermia’s love I yield you up my part 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 

AVhom I do love, and will do to my death. 

Sel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath 

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none . 

If e’er I lov’d her, all that love is gone. 

My heart with^^^^ her but as guest- wise sojourn’d, 

And now to Helen is it liome return’d, 

There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 

Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear. — 

Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear/^^^ 

Re-enier Heumia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function takes, 
The ear more quick of apprehension makes ) 

Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense, 

It pays the hearing double recompense. — 

I'hou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found , 

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so 

Lys. Why should lie stay, whom love doth press to go ? 

jffen What love could press Lysander from iny side ^ 

Ly$. Lysander’s love, that would not let him bide, — 

Fair Helena; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery O’s and eyes of light. 

(^) The old eds. have (an eiTor occasioned by the 

immediately below). 

(^) . . . it dtfor. — 

. . , ymxihr is thy dmrj] 

Possibly * aby it her$' {keere-^mrey^ Walker’s Orit Awim.. &c., voL 
i p. 307. 
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Why seek'st thou me ? could not this make thee know, 
The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so ^ 

Met. You speak not as you think : it cannot be 
Eel Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 

Now^ perceive they have conjoin’d all three 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 

Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid 1 
Have you conspir’d, have you with these contriv’d 
To bait me with this foul derision ? 

Is all the counsel that we two have shar’d, 

The sister- vows/^^^ the hours that we have s]»ent, 

When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us, — 0, and^^'^ is all forgot ? 

All school-day friendship, childhood innocence f 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 

Have with our neelds^®^^^ created both one flower, 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 

Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 

But yet a union in partition, 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ; 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one lieart ; 


Heie the old e(h. have ‘^sisters voices and a little 
below (though in the same line with 

hood innocmice 

anii’l Added in the second folio. 

neelml The old eds. have “needle^,” but there can be little or 
no doubt that Shakespeare wrote ^^neelds ^* — which was a very common 
contraction of needles.” 

(SO) Zorefy] Altered by ^fr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector to ‘^lovitig” 
But uas not ^Hovely” sometimes u^ed as equivalent to ‘‘loving”? 
Compare our author’s >Tamhg of the Shrew^ act lii, sc. 2 , 

‘‘ And seal the title with a loveli/ kiss.” 

also 


“ And i will give thee many a looeb/ kiss.” 

Feide’s Arraifiiim^nt of Pam,-hUorLs‘. p. 35a, ed. Byce, i86r. 

"A father, brother, and a vouM frnmd. 

A. of Rng, Link all these lovely ‘Styles, good king, in one.” 

Greene s fames IK,— IFbr/cs, p. 189, ed Byce, 1E61. 
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IVo of the first, coats in heraldry, 

Due bnt to one, and crowned with one crest. 

And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend ^ 

It is not friendly, ^tis not maidenly : 

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for't, 

Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Mer, I am amazed at your passionate words. 

I scorn you not : it seems that you scorn me. 

JBCeL Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn 
To follow me, and praise luy eyes and face ? 

And made your other love, Demetrius — 

Who even but now did spurn me with his foot — 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 

Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 

And tender me, forsooth, afiectioii, 

But by your setting on, by your consent ? 

What though I be not so in grace as you, 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 

But miserable most, to love unlov'd ? 

This you should pity rather than despise 

JTer. I understand not what you mean by this. 
jBel. Ay, do, pers4ver, counterfeit sad looks ; 

Make mouths upon me when I turn my back ; 

Wink each at other; hold the sweet jest up : 

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled 
If you have^®^^ any pity, grace, or manners, 

You would not make me such an argument. 

But, fare ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault ; 

Whkh death or absence soon shall remedy. 

Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse : 

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 

ZTeL 0 excellent I 

Zfer, Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

(*^) UM\ The ohl eds. iuive 

have] Altered to “had” by jSir. Collier's Ms. Corrector. — But 
see note lo. 



scKN-E II.] MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S -^ji^AM. 399 


Jjem If slie cannot entreaty I can compi 
L^s. Thoti canst eoir^el no more tlian s 
Tliy threats have no more strength than her 
Helen, I love thee; by my life I do : 

I swear by that which I will lose for thee,j 
To prove him false that says I love thee na ^ 
Bern, I say I love thee more than he ca^ 
Zys. If thon say so, withdraw, and provj^ 
Bern, Quick, come 1 • 


.e entreat . 
eak prayers, — 


Her 

Lys, Away, you Ethiop ! 
Bern. Ho. 


Lysander, whereto 


no, sir ; yoi 


a 


Seem to break loose/^^^ take on as you woij^^^ follow 
But yet come not : you are a tame man, ^ 

H.ng off tio« «t. thou burr I 
Or I will shake thee from me like a ser^^ 

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? wtT^^ chan<j’e 
Sweet love ? 


is this, 


Lys. Thy love ! out, tawny Tartar, 

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion/^^^ ^^nce ! 

Her. Do you not jest ? 

Hel. Yes, sooth ! and 

Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word y | ^ 

Bern. I would I had your bond, for I 

«/ 'X 3J*003^Y’0 

A weak bond holds you : 111 not trust yo*" . 

tir word 

Lys. What, should I hurt her, strike he i n i j j /» 
Although I hate her, I'll uot 1 mm her so.'’ “ 

Her. What, can you do me greater hari . , i 3 . . 

Hate me ! wherefore ? 0 me ! wliat new . 

^ s, my love 


pruym . — ] The old eds. have praise.” 

No, no, sir ^ 

• Seem to break loose.] * 

So the folio, except that it has not youp whic _ , 

suggestion of Mr. AV. N. Lettsom. — The quartos Ir ^ added at the 

we 

No. no .* h , 

^eeme to hreaJce hose.” 

hated potion,] The old eds. have “0 hated % . 
n what news, my lovei] If the right ‘‘poison”), 

“what novelty is this, my love?”— Mr. Collier’s -equivalent to 
tutes ^^wfiat means my love?” But we have a Corrector substi- 

•^issage in The Taming 
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I am a right maid for my cowardice : 

Lei her not strike me lYon perhaps may think, 

Because she’s something lower than myself. 

That I can match her 

IIe7\ Lower! hark, again 

Mel Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 

I evermore did love yon, Hermia, 

Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you ; 

Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your stealth unto this wood. 

He follow’d you ; for love I folloiv’d him ; 

But he hath chid me hence, and threaten’d me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too : 

And now, so you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will I bear my folly' back. 

And follow you no further : let me go : 

You see how simple and how fond I am. 

Her. Why, get you gone : who is't that hinders you ? 
Hel A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 

Her, What, with Lysander ^ 

Mel With Demetrius. 

Lys, Be not afraid ; she shall not harm thee, Helen.^^^ 
Dem, Ho, sir, she shall not, though you take her part. 
Eel 0, when she’s angry, she is keen and shrewd I 
She was a vixen when she went to school ; 

And though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her, Little again ! nothing but low and little ! — 

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf ; 

"^u minimus, of hindering knot-grass made 
You bead, you acorn. 

You are too officious 
In her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone : speak not of Helena ; 

Take not her part ; for, if thou dost intend 

Eekn.] The old eds. have ‘‘ Helena.’ Read Melm' [winch 
occurs ill various passages of this play], to avoid the trisyllabic teruiiua- 
tioii.” Walter’s Orit &c., vol. i. p. 230. 
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Never so little show of love to her, 

Thou shalt aby it. 

Lys, Now she holds me not ; 

Now follow, if thou dar’st, to try whose right, 

Of thine or mine, is most in Helena/®®^ 

Bern. Follow ! nay, Til go with thee, cheek by j ole 

[Exeunt Lysander and Deniet/nus 
Her, You, mistress, all this coil is long of you : 

Nay, go not back. 

Hel, I will not trust you, I, 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 

Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray ; 

My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit, 

Her. I am amaz'd, and know not what to say. [Exit 
Obe, This is thy negligence : still thou mistak'st, 

Or else committ'st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 

Did not you tell me I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 

And so far blameless proves my enterprise, 

That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes ; 

And so far am I glad it so did sort. 

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Obe. Thou see'st these lovers seek a place to fight : 

Hie therefore, Eobin, overcast the night , 

The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 

And lead these testy rivals so astray, 

As one come not within another’s way. 

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, 

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong ; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 

And from each other look thou lead them"^thus, 

Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep : 


(®^) to try whose riyht^ 

Of thine or m most in Edma,} 

See note 44 on The Tempest 
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Tiien crush this herb into Lysander’s eye ; 

Whose liquor hath this yi^tuous property, 

To take from thence all error with his might. 

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight 
When" they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision , 

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend. 

With league whose date till death shall never end 
Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

111 to my queen and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then I will her charmed eye release 

From monster’s view, and all things shall be peace. 

Puch My fairy lord, this must be done with haste, 

For Night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast 
And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger ; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there, 

Troop home to churchyards : damned spirits all, 

That in crossways and floods have burial, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

For fear lest day should look their sliames upon, 

They wilfully themselves exile from light, 

And must for aye consort with black-brow’d night 
Obe. But we are spirits of another sort : 

I with the Morning’s love have oft made sport; 

And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red, 

Opening on Neptune, with fair-blessed beams 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 

But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 

We may effect this business yet ere day, 

Puck Up and down, up and down, 

I will lead them up and down : 

I am fear’d in field and town : 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 


Re-entm' Lysander. 

Zi/s. Where art thou, proud Demetrius ? speak thou now. 
Puel\ Here, villain, drawn and ready. Where art thou ? 
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Zys, 1 will be with thee slraiglit 

Puch /Follow me, then, 

To plainer ground. {Exit Liponder, as following the voice. 

Re-enter IJemkirius. 

Dem, Lysander ! speak agen : 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? 

Speak ! in some bush ^ where dost thou hide thy head ? 

Puch, Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars, 

And wilt not come ^ Come, recreant ; come, thou child ; 
111 whip thee with a rod : he is defird 
That draws a sword on thee. 

Dem, Yea, art thou there ? 

Puch Follow my voice : well try no manhood here. 

[ExevjnL 

Re-e)der Lysander. 

Lys. He goes before me and still dares me on : 

When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 

The villain is much lighter-heerd than I : 

I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly ; 

That fall’n am I in dark uneven way, 

And here will rest me. [Zies down.] Come, thou gentle day ! 
For if but once thou show me thy gray light, 

I’ll find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. [Sleeps, 


Re-enter Puck and Demetrius. 

Puch Ho, ho, ho, ho Coward, why com’st thou not ? 
Dem, Abide me, if thou dar’st ; for well I wot 
Thoiurunn’st before me, .shifting every place, 

And dar’st not stand, nor look me in the face. 

Where art thou now ? 

Puch Come hither: I am here 

Dem, hTay, then, thou mock’st me. Thou shalt by this 
dear, 


ho /j This fourth is not in the old ed». 
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If ever I thy face by daylight see ; 

Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To naeasure out my length on this cold bed. 

By day’s approach look to be visited. [Lies down and sleq>$. 

Ee-enter Helena. 

SeLm 0 weary night, 0 long and tedious night. 

Abate thy hours i Shine comforts from the east, 

Tliat I may back to Athens by daylight, 

From these that my poor company detest : 

And sleep, that sometime shuts up sorrow’s eye, 

Steal me awhile from mine own company. 

{Lies down and sleeps. 
Puck. Yet but three ? Come one more ; 

Two of both kinds makes up four. 

Here she comes, curst and sad : — 

Cupid is a knavish lad, 

Thus to make poor females mad. 

Re-enter Hermia. 

Her. Never so weary, never so in woe ; 

Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers ; 

I can no further crawl, no further go ; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 

Here will I rest me till the break of day. 

Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray I 

\Lies down and sleeps. 

Puch On the ground 

Sleep sound : 

I’ll apply 
To<^^> your eye. 

Gentle lover, remedy. 

[Squeezing the kerb on Zysander^s egelids. 
When thou wak’st, 

Thou tak’st^^^ 

(^) fb] Not in the old eds. 

C®) Thou taFst] Tyrwhitt and Mr. Colliers Ms. Corrector read See 
&0U but would require ‘*take.^ — Compare, above, 

** Sleep sound.” 

VOL. H. 
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True delight 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady's eye : 

And the country proverb known, 

That every man should take his own. 

In your waking shall be shown : 

Jack shall have JiU; 

Naught shall go ill ; 

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall be well. 

{ErAt 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. The wood. Lysander, Demetrius, Helena, 
aTid Hermia, lying asleep. 

Enter Titania and Bottom ; Peas-blossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mus- 
tard-seed, and other Paines attending , Obbron behind unseen. 

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 

While I thy amiable cheeks’ do coy, 

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy, 

Bot Where's Peas-blossom ? 

Peas. Ready. 

Bot Scratch my head, Peas-blossom. — Where's Monsieur 
Cobweb ^ 

Cob. Ready. 

Bot Monsieur Cobweb, good monsieur, get your weapons 
in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped humble-bee on the 
top of a thistle ; and, good monsieur, bring me the honey- 
bag, r. Do not fret yourself too much in th«© action, monsieur ; 
and, good monsieur, have a care the honey-bag break not ; I 
would be loth to have you overflown with a honey-bag, signion 
— Where's Monsieur Mustard-seed ? 

Mus. Ready. 

Bot Give me your neif, Monsieur Mustard-seed. Pray 
you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

M'm. What's your will ? 
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Bot, JTotMng, good tbaonsienr, but to help Cavalery Peas- 
blossom^^^^ to scratch. must to the barber^ monsieur; 
for methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face ; and I 
am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me, I must 
scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet love ^ 
.Spt I have a reasonable good ear in music : let us have 
the tongs and the bones, [Mouffh Jimsio, 

Tita. Or say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to eat. 

BoL Truly, a peck of provender: I could munch your 
good dry oats. Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle of 
hay : good hay, sweet hay hath no fellow. 

Tita, I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirreTs hoard, and fetch tliee thence new nuts.^^^^ 

Bot, I had rather have a handful or two of dried peas. 
But, I pray you, let none of your people stir me : I have an 
exposition of sleep come upon me. 

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. — 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. — [Exeunt Fairies, 
So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle 
Gently entwist ; the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

0 , how I love thee I how I dote on thee ! [They sleep. 

Enter Puce. 

Obe, [advancing] Welcome, good Eobinu See’st thou this 
sweet sight ? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity : 

FeasMossom] The old eds. have Cobweb.^^ "Without doubt/’ 
says Grey, " it should be Cavalero Feas-hlossom : as for GavaUfo Cobweb, 
he had just been dispatched upou a perilous adventure.” 

The sqairreT^ heard, and fetch thee thence new nuts,] The dd eds. 

have " and fetch thee new nutsf — I adopt what appears to me the 

best of the modem emeudatious : the others are " and fetch for thee 

mw nutsf and " aiid fetch thee the new nutsT — Steeveus defends 

the^oxigiual reading, on the supposition that here " Aoaref ” is a dissyllable i 
f®) he ail ways away, — ] Here Theobald altered the "alwaies” of 
the old eds. to " all ways ” — ^with the explanation, " disperse yourselves, 
and scout out severally, in your watch, that danger approach us from 
no garter.” — Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads a while oJtaay.” — Mr. 

W. N. bfittsom suspects that this line and the preceding one ought to 
change places. 
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For, meeting her of late behind the Ivood, 

Seeking sweet favours for this hateful fool, 

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her ; 

For she his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls. 

Stood now withm the pretty flowerets’ eyes, 

Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 

When I had at my pleasure taunted her, 

And she in mild terms begg’d my patience, 

I then did ask of her her changeling child ; 

Which straight she gave me, and her fairies sent 
To bear him to my bower in faiiy-land. 

And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes : 

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain : 

That he, awaking when the other do, 

May aU to Athens back again repair, 

And think no more of this night’s accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But fibcst I will release the fairy queen. 

Be as thou wast wont to be ; 

[Touching her eyes with an herb. 
See as thou wast wont to see : 

Dian’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 

C®) Seehing sweet favours] So Pisher’s quarto and the fourth folio. — 

Eoberts’s quarto and the other folios have ‘‘ sweet savors.” Thes^^ 

[fair women] witli syren-like allurement so entised these quaint squires, 
that they bestowed all theh flowers vpon them foTja%oursf Greeners Quip 
for an Vy start Courtier^ sig B 2, ed. 1620.) — I now find (1863) that the 
reading is adopted by Mr. HalHwell (who quotes my note on 

the passage), by Mr. Staunton, and by Mr. Grant White (though the last- 
mentioned gentleman in his Shakespeare^s Scholar, &o., had maintained 
the superiority of ^‘savours”). — ^And compare Browne^s Britannia’s Pas- 
torals^ book ii song 2, p. 45, ed. 1625 ; 

** For as a Maiden gathering on the Plaines 
A sentMl Nose‘gay (to set neere her pap, 

Or as afauouT for her Shepherds cap)/ 

(^) The old eds. have Fairy.” 
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How, my Titama ; waKe you, my sweet queen. 

Tlta. My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 

Metliought I was enamour’d of an ass. 

Ohe, There lies your love. 

Tiia. How came these things to pass ? 

-0, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now 1 

0^. Silence awhile. — Eohm, take off this head. — 
Titania, music call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 

Tiia, Music, ho ! music, such as charmeth sleep 
Tack How, when thou wak’st, with thine own fool’s 
eyes peep. 

Oie, Sound, music I [Still music.] — Come, my queen, 
take hands with me, 


(J^) music, such as charmeth sleep .^] Here Mr. Collier writes ; After 
these words in the folio, 1623, we have the stage-direction, ^ Music still;* 
which means, probably, thai the music was to he heard for a ^\llile. and 
to cease before Puck spoke, as Oberon afterwards exclaims, ‘ Sound, 
music 1 * when it was to be renewed.” How, nothing can be plainer than 
that Music sUlP^ means still or soft music; and that, instead of ceas- 
ing before Puck spoke,” it was not intended to commence at all till 
Oberon had exclaimed Sound, music f ” The stage-direction (as is 
often the case with stage directions in old plays) was placed thus early, 
to warn the musicians to be m readiness, Mr. Collier continues ; “ 
as Mr. Byce (‘ Remarks/ 48) suggests, * still music’ had been meant, the 
direction would not have been ^ music still ’ • ” — yes, Mr. Collier ventures 
so to wriiQ, ---'trusting that no 7 ie of his read&i's loill take the trouble to refer 
to my Remarks, where 1 have quoted from the old eds. of Beaumont and 
Pletcher’s Triumph of Time the following stage-direction, m winch the 
epithet applied to * Tmmpets^ is put last,--»“ e/apiVe-r and Menim/ de- 
scend severally. Trumpets small ahoveT — Mr. Staunton (who adheres 
to the folio in placing the stage-direction Music still” immediately 
after Titania’s speech) observes; ‘‘We apprehend, by ^Mus>c stilV or 
‘ Still music’ was meant soft, subdued music, such music as Titania could 
command, — ‘ as charmeth sleep ; ’ the object of it being to 

« strike more dead 

Than common sleep 

This being effected, Oberon himself calls for more stirring strains while 
he and the Queen take hands, 

‘And rock the gx'ound whereon these sleepers be.’” 

I am glad to find that Mr. Staunton agrees with me as to the meaning 
of the words “ Music stillT I cannot, hov\ ever, agree with him in the 
rest of In? explanation. I believe that the music is not heaid till Oberon 
echoes Titaiiia’s call for it ; and that to the said still or soft music 
(the sole object of which is to lull the five sleepers) some sort of a uas 
de deux is danced by tlie fairy king and queen. 
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And rock the ground whereon these ideepers he. 

Now thou and I are new in amity, ? 

And will to-morrow midnight solemnly 
Dance in Duke Theseus’ house triumphantly, 

And Mess it to all fair posterity : 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Puck. Fairy kmg, attend, and mark : 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Ole. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 

Trip we after the night’s shade : 

We the globe can compass soon, 

Swifter than the wandering moon. 

Tita. Come, my lord ; and in our flight, 

Tell me how it came this night 
That I sleeping here was found 
With these mortals on the ground. {Exeunt 

{Horns winded within. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and Train.: 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester ; 

For now our observation is perform’d ; 

And since we have the vaward of the day, 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds : 

Uncouple in the western valley ; go : — 

Dispatch, I say, and find the forester. — {Exit an Attend. 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top, 

And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 

When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the boar^^^^ 

go : — ] The old eds. have let them 
(80) yjfi 0, wood of Crete they bafd the loarl The old eds. have 
— hayed the beare.” — “Dyce^s conjeetuie, ^hoaA {Remarhs, p. 49,— 
or is he referniig to another critic who has proposed it ?) deserves atten- 
tion. The story of Meleager would be sufficient to suggest it to Shake- 
speare.^^ Walker’s Grit. Exam.^ &c., voL iii p. 50. — Hanmer substituted 
for "'bear,” and was followed by Oapell.— The old lection is 
retained by Mr. Grant White, who says ; “"Passages in ChancePs Knightee 
TaU^ Holmshed’s ChTonicle$f Pliny, and Plutarch, so justify tins text. 
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With hounds of Spartil : never did I hear. 

Such gallant chiding ; -^or, besides the groves, 

The skies, the fountains/^^^ eveiy region near 
Seem’d^®^^ all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind 
So ftew’d, so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 

Crook-knee'd, and dew-lapp’d like Thessalian bulls ; 

Slow ill pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 

Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 

t] udge when you hear. — But, soft 1 what nymphs are these ? 

JEge. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 

And this, Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 

This Helena, old Fedar’s Helena 
1 wonder of their being here together. 

The. Fo doubt they rose up early to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 

But speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 

That Herniia should give answer of her choice ? 

Ege. It is, my lord. 

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns. 
[Esit an Attendant Ebrns and shout within. Lys., 
Dem., Hel.^ and Her. aicalke and start wp. 
Good morrow, friends. — Saint Valentine is past : 


that it must remain undisturbed ; but I believe that the easiOot of all 
misprints in Shakespeare^s time was made, and that we should read that 
Hercules and Cadmus * bayed the hoar^ in a wood of Crete. This is also 
Mr. Hyce^s opinion.” The passages” above mentioned (for which see 
the Far. Shakebpeare) formerly weighed little with me ; now they weigh 
nothing. 

fountainSy] Though the following lines of Virgil have been 
adduced to show that fountains^* is right, — 

Turn vero exoritur clamor, ripmque teusque 
Responsant circa, et coelum tonat omne tuniultu,”— 

I am by no means sure that our author did not write mountains.” 

(S2) S0 the second folio. — ^The earlier eds. have Seeaie.” 

Nedar^s Eelem .•] See note 6 . 
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Begin these wood-birds but to coupld^ now ? 

Zt/s Pardon, my lord. [Re and rest kneel to Theseus. 
The, I pray you all, stand up. 

I know you two are rival enemies : 

How comes this gentle concord in the world, 

That hatred is so far from jealousy, 

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys, My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 

Half sleep, half waking : but as yet, I swear, 

I cannot truly say how I came here ; 

But, as I think, — for truly would I speak, 

And now I do bethink me, so it is, — 

I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might, 

Without the peril of th’ Athenian law, — 

Ege, Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough : 

I beg the law, the law, upon his liead. — 

They would have stoTn away ; they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me, 

You of your wife, and me of my consent, — 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Bern, My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 

Of this their purpose hither to this wood ; 

And I in fury hither followed them. 

Fair Helena in fancy following me. 

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, — 

Bur by some power it is, — my love to Hermia, 

Melted as melts the snow,^®'"^ seems to me now 

(®^) out intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we mighty 
Without the peril of tK Athenian law , — ] 

So FisW^s quarto (which has a comma after as if to show that 

the speech is interrupted by Egeus). Robertses quarto and the folio make 
the sentence complete by very awkwardly adding he ” to the second 
line, 

« where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law.^^ 

Perhaps Hanmer was right when he printed 

« where we might 

Be without peril of th* Athenian law,^^ 

(^) Melted as mdts the snow,] Here I have inserted the 
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As the remembrance of an idle gaud, 

Which in my childhooc^ I did dote upon; 

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 

The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord. 

Was I betroth’d ere I Hermia : 

But* like in^®’'^ sickness, did I loathe this food ; 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 

How do I wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it. 

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 

Of this discourse we more will hear anon. — 

Egeus, I will overbear your will ; 

For in the temple, by and by, with us 
These couples shall eternally be knit : 

And, for the morning now is something worn, 

Our purpos’d hunting shall be set aside. 

Away with us to Athens ! three and three, 

Well hold a feast in great solemnity. 

Come, Hip2)olyta. \_Exe%mt The., Mip., Ege., and Train, 
Bern. These things seem small and undistinguishable, 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her. Methinks I see these things with parted eye, 

When every thing seems double. 

IM. So methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel, 

Mme own, and not mine own. 

Bern. But are you sure 

That we are well^^^^ awake ? It seems to me 

metre. — Capell and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector read “ Melted as doth the 
snow ^^ — which is scarcely grammar. — Mr. Staunton suggests All melted 
m the which is^perhaps objectionable on account of the 

third line after. 

C*®) The old eds. have “ see.” 

(®C The old eds. have ‘‘a.” 

(8&) Hot in the old eds. 

(sy) jewelH Wai burton reads ^^gemelll' 

(^) Blit are you sure 

That we are well awake 

So Cap^lL— The words “ But ” and “ well ” are not in the quartos. (The 
folio omits all this.) — Capeli’s insertions seem to me to improve the 
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That yet we sleep, we dream. — Do ndt you think 
The duke was here, and bid us follo\ 5 r him ? 

Ser, Yea; and my father. 

Hel. And Hippolyta. 

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why, then, we are awake : let’s follow him ; 

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. [JExejunt 

Bot. \awaking\ When my cue comes, call me, and I will 

answer : — my next is, “ Most fair Pyramus.” Heigh- 

ho ! — Peter Quince I Flute the bellows-mender I Snout the 
tinker I Starveling ! — God’s my life, stolen hence, and left 
me asleep 1 I have had a most rare vision. I have had a 
dream, — past the wit of man to say what dream it was : man 
is but an ass, if he go about to expound this dream. Me- 
thought I was — there is no man can tell what. Methoughfc 
I was, and methought I had, — but man is but a patched fool, 
if he will offer to say what methought I had. The eye of 
man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not seen, man’s 
hand is not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his 
heart to report, what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince 
to write a ballad of this dream : it shall be called Bottom’s 
Dream, because it hath no bottom ; and I will sing it in the 
latter end of our play before the duke : peradventure, to 
make it the more gracious, I shall sing it at her death.^®*^^ 

[Exit. 


ScEKE II. Athens. A room in Quince’s house. 

I"' 

B/der Quince, Flute, Snout, atid Stak^elino. 

Quin. Have you sent to ^ Bottom’s house ? is he come 
home "yet ? 

Star, He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is trans- 
ported. 

seijse as well as restore the metre. I had hit upon the same conjectures 
Ions; before I became a^uamted with Oapell,** W N. Lettsom. 

(®i) of our vlmfl So Walker (Orit. Exam., &c., voL ii, p, 321), — The 
o]deds.have«o/a|)%.’^ 

(^) at her death.] Theobald reads “ after 
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Flu, If lie come not, then the play is marred : it goes not 
forward, doth it ^ 

Quin, It is not possible : you have not a man in all 
Athens able to discharge Pyranius but he. 

Flu. IsTo, he hath sSnply the best wit of any handicraft 
•man in Athens. 

(^in. Yea, and the best person too ; and he is a very 
paramour for a sweet voice. 

Flu, You must say paragon: a paramour is, God bless 
us," a thing of naught. 


Enter Snug. 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, and 
there is two or three lords and ladies more married : if our 
sport had gone forward, we had all been made men. 

Flu, 0 sweet Bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost sixpence 
a- day during Ms life ; he could not have scaped sixpence 
a- day : an the duke had not given him sixpence a-day for 
j)]aying Pyramus, I’ll be hanged ; he would have deserved 
it : sixpence a-day in Pyramus, or nothing. 

Enter Bottom. 

Bot. Where are these lads ? where are these hearts ? 

Quin. Bottom ! — 0 most courageous day 1 0 most happy 
hour ! 

Bot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but ask me 
not what ; for if I tell you, I am Ho true Athenian. I will 
tell you every thing, right as it fell out 

Quin, Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot, ISTo^ a of me. All that I will tell you is^. that 
the duke hath dined. Get your apparel together, good 
strings to your beards, new ribbons to your pumps ; meet 
presently at 'the palace; every man look o’er his part; for 
the short and the long is, our play is preferred. In any 
case, let Thisbe have clean linen; and let not him that 
plays the lion pare his nails, for they shall hang out for the 
lion’s claws. And, most dear actors, eat no onions nor 
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garlic, for \ve are to utter sweet 'breatli''; and I do not doubt 
but to hear them say it is a swee^t comedy. No more 


words : away ! go ; away ! 


[Exeunt. 


SCEJfB I. Athens. 


ACT V. 

An apartment in the palace of 
Theseus. 


Enter Theseus, Hippoltta, Philostbatb, Lords, and Attendants. 

Hip. ’Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers speak of. 
The. More strange than true ; I never may beheve 
These antique fables nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains. 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
Wore than cool re ason ever com prehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the^S^- 
Are of imagination all compact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold. 

That is, the madman : the lover, aU as frantic. 

Bees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt : 

The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling. 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven , 
And, as imagination bodies forth ^ 

The forms of things unknown, the poets pen 
Turns them to shape,^®®^ and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a-name. 

• Such tricks hath strong imagination, 

That, if it would but apprehend some joy. 

It cwiiprehends some bringer of that joy4 „ 

(b’ in the night, imagining some fear, 

IL.w easy is a bush suppos’d a bear ! 

Hip. But aU the story of the night told over. 

And all their minds transfigur’d so together. 

More witncsseth than fancy s images, 




The old eds. have shapes;* 
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And grows to something of great constancy ; 

But, howsoever, strange^ and admirable. 

The, Here come the lovers, Ml of joy and mirth. 

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and Helena. 

Joy, gentle friends ! joy and fresh days of love 
Accompany your hearts ! 

Lys More than to us 

Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 

The. Come now; what masques, what dances shall we 
have. 

To w^ear away this long age of three hours 
Between our after-supper and bed-time ? 

Where is our usual manager of mnth ? 

What revels are in hand ? Is there no play, 

To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ? 

Call Philostrate, 

Phil. Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Say, what abridgment have you for this evening ? 
What masque ? what music ? How shall we beguil 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 

Phil. There is a brief how many sports are ripe : 

Make choice of which your highness will see first. 

{Giving a paper. 

The. {reads\ ‘‘ The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung 
By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.^^ 

We'll none of that: that have I told my love. 

In glory of my kinsman Hercules. — 

“ The riot of the tipsy BaccBanals, 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.” 

That is an old device ; and it was play'd 
When I from Shebes came last a conqueror. — 

[i?(ga&*] The thrice-three Muses mourning for the death 
Of Learning, late deceas'd in beggary.” 

That is some satire, keen and critical, 

Hot sorting with a nuptial ceremony. — 

[i?garf<y] “ A tedious brief scene of young Byramus 
And Ms love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth.” 

Merry and tragical! tedious and brief! 
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That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow/®^^ 

How shall we find the concord of tljis discord ? 

PML A play it^®^^ is, my lord, some ten words long, 
Which is as brief as I have known a play ; 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long, 

Which makes it tedious ; for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted : 

And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 

Which, when I saw rehears’d, I must confess, 

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are they that do play it ? 

Phil. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here, 
Which never labour’d in their minds till now ; 

And now have toil’d their unbreath’d memories 
With this same play against your nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it. 

Phil. Ho, my noble lord; 

It is not for you : I have heard it over, 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 

Unless you can find sport in their intents, 

Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain 
To do you service. 

The. I will hear that play ; 

For never any thing can be amiss, 

"When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Go, bring them in : — and take your places, ladies. 

\Exit Philostmte. 

Rip, I love not to see wretchedness o’ercharg’d, 

And duty in his service perishing. 

Tl^e. Why, gentle sweet, you shall seeing such thing. 

Rip. He says th^y can do nothing in this kind. 

strange snom.l Hanmer printed **scorcMng5Wo?/?.”^ — Mr. Staunton 
conjectures **swartny snow” (The epithet “ strange can hardly be 
light: hut the metre is not faulty, for “wondrous” is often a tri- 
syllable.) 

So Hannier. — The old eds, have “there” (which must be 
wrong).— Mr. Colliers Ms, Corrector reads “this” (which is ohjection- 
able on account of the “ this” immediately above). 
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The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing 
Our sport shall he to take what they mistake ; 

And what poor willing duty cannot do, 
l^oble respect takes it in might/®^^ not merit. 

Wliefe I have come, great clerks have purposed 
JTo greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 

Wlien^®^^ I have seen them shiver and look pale> 

Make periods in the midst of sentences, 
lliroitle their practis'd accent m their fears, 

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet, 

Out of this silence yet I pick'd a welcome 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity, 

In least speak most, to my capacity. 

Eerenter Philostratb. 

Phil. So please your grace, the Prologue is addressed. 

Ths. Let him approach. \FlmTi$h of trumpets. 


Enter the Prologue. 

Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 

That you should think, we come not to offend, 

But with good will To show our simple skill, 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Consider, then, we come but in despite^ 

We do not come as minding to content you, 

Cur true intent is. All for your delight, 

We are not here. That you should here repent you, 

(^) vdlUng} The not unhappy addition of Theobald to a line which 
^ven Malone allows to be mutilated in the old eds. 

{^) mighQ “In some German phrases, mag and mochte, which 
answer to our mag and might, are used to express will, UMng, inclination, 
and so forth, though macM, the substantive, is not, I believe, so em» 
pIoyed.^.Jlere, however, Shakespeare seems to have used our substan- 
tive, might, to express mil” W. H. Lettsom. 

(9S) jj/jisn] The old eds. have “Where.” 

(®) Enter the Pro%«e.] The folio adds “ Quince.” 



320 


MlDSUMMER-NIGHT^S DREAM, [act v* 


The actors are at hand ; and, by their show, 

Yon shall know all that yon are like to know, [Exit 

The. This fellow, doth not stand upon points. 

Lys, He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt ; he j^nows 
not the stop. A good moral, my lord : it is not enough to 
speak, hut to speak true. 

Eip. Indeed he hath played on his prologue like a#child 
on a recorder ; sound, but not in government. 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; nothing im- 
paired, but all disordered. Who is next ^ 


Enter the Presenter, with Pyramus and Thisbb,^^oo) Wall, Moon; 
SHINE, and Lion, as in dumb-show. 

Pres. Gentles, perchance yon wonder at this show ; 

But wonder on, till trnth make all things plain. 

This man is Pyramns, if yon would know ; 

This beanteous lady, Thisbe is certain. 

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers sunder; 

And through Wall’s chink, poor souls, they are content 
To whisper : at the which let no man wonder. 

This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn, 

Presenteth moonshine ; for, if yon will know, 

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 
To meet at Mnns’ tomb, there, there to woo. 

This grisly beast, which by name Lion hight/^<^^) 

The trusty Thisbe, coming first by night, 

Did scare away, or rather did affright ; 


Enter the Presenter^ with Pyramtjs and Thisbe Th^ 

quartos have Enter Pyramus and Thisby^ Wall^ Moonshine^ mid Lyoii ; 
and ^prefix Prologue” to the speech which follows. — The folio has 
“ Tawyer mih a Trimfpet before them. Enter Pyramus and Thisbyf &;c., 
and gives the contracted prefix “ ProV ^ — I now adopt the alteration 
made here by Mr. ColliePs Ms. Corrector, which formerly I was content 
to mention as being very specious. It has also been recently adopted 
by Mr. Grant White, — ‘'The argument of the play,” Mr. Collier 
observes, “was to be made intelligible, with a due observation of points, 
and could not properly be given to the same performer who had de- 
livered the prologue, purposely made so blunderingly ridiculous.^ 

(101) by name Lion higkt.] So Theobald. — The old eds. have “ Lyon 
Light by name.” 
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And, as slie fled, iier mantle slie did fall, 

Whicli Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain 
Anon comes Pyran^us, sweat youth and tall, 

And finds his trusty Thisbe’s mantle slain : 

Wherejt, with blade, with bloody blameM blade, 

He bravely broached his boiling bloody breast ; 

And Thisbe, tarrying in mulberry shade, 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain, 

At large discourse, while here they do remain. 

[JExeunt Fresentefy Py ramus, Tliishe, Lion, and Moonshine. 
The. I wonder if the lion be to speak 
Dem. Ho wonder, my lord : one lion may^ when uuuiy 
asses do. 

Wall. In this same interlude it doth befall 
That I, one Snout by name, present a wall ; 

And such a wall, as I would have you think, 

That had in it a crannied hole or chink, 

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisbe, 

Did whisper often very secretly. 

This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth show 
That I am that same wall ; the truth is so : 

And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak better ? 
Bern. It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard dis- 
course, my lord 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall : silence ! 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. 0 grim-look’d night i 0 night with hue so black ! 

0 night, which ever art when day is not 1 
O night, 0 night I alack, alack, alack, 

1 fear my Thisbe’s^'promise is forgot ! — 

And thou, 0 wall, 0 sweet, 0 lovely wall, 

That stend'st between her father^s ground and mine I 

It k the mttmt partition that ever I heard dkeour^eyj I believe 
the jpat should be read, ® It is the wittiest partition that ever I beard 
in dzscoMfse ; ^ alluding to the many stupid pariitmis in the argumen- 
tadve writings of the tiiiie.’^ Farmer. 

VOL. IL 
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Thou 'wall, 0 wall, 0 sweet and lovely waif, 

Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne * 

[Wall holds up h%s fingers 
Thanks, courteous wall : J ove shield thee well for this * 

But what see I ISTo Thisbe do I see. 

0 wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss ’ 

Curs’d be thy stones for thus deceiving me * 

The The wail, methinks, being sensible, should curse 
again. 

Fyr, Ko, in truth, sir, he should not ‘ Deceiving me 
is Thisbe’s cue ; she is to enter now, and I am to spy her 
through the wall You shall see it will fall pat as I told 
you. — Yonder she comes. 


Dnter Thisbe 

This O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans, 

For parting my fair Pyramus and me ’ 

My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones, 

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 

Pyr. I see a voice ; now will I to the clink. 

To spy an I can hear my Thisbe’s face — 

Tliisbe 1 

This. My love 1 thou art my love, I tbmk 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover’s giaco ; 

And, like Limander, am I trusty still. 

This. And I like Helen, till the Fates me IsiLl 
Py'r. Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true 
This. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 

Pyr. 0, kiss me throu^ the hole of this vile wall I 
This, I kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at ah, 

Pyr. “Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me straightway ? 

“U^is. ’Tide life, ’tide death, I come without delay. 

[Exeunt Pyramm and Thisbe, 
Wall. Thus have I, wall, my part discharge so ; 

And, being done, thus wall away doth go. 

The Now IS the mural^^^^^ down between the two neigh- 
bours. 

mural] So Pope.— Tlie old eds. have ** Moon vsed ” and ** moraJl'’ 
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Dem, No remedy, my lord, when walls are so wilful to 
hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that e'er I heard. 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows ; and the worst 
are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Hip. It must be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

The. If we imagine no worse of them than they of them- 
selves, they may pass for excellent men. Here come two 
noble beasts in, a moon and a lion.^^^^ 


Enier Lion and Moonshine. 

Lion. You, ladies, }ou, whose gentle liearts do fear 
The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor, 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When lion rough m wildest rage doth roar. 

Then know that I one Snug the joiner am, 

A lion fell,^^*^^) nor else no lion^s dam ; 

For, if I should as hon come in strife 
Into this place, ’twere pity on my life. 


0 ^^) a moon and a The old eds. have a man and. a hjon ” (and 

Then "know 
A lion fell, &c,] 

■** Mr. Barron Field, in the Shakespeare Society’ s Papers, vol. ii. p, 58, 
pi eposes to read [what Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector also gives], 

‘ Then know that I, one Snug the ]oiner, am 
A hon^s fell [ie. lion’s skin], .nor else no lion’s dam.’ 

Perhaps rightly, if ‘ A ’ can be toleiated. But surely Shakespeare wrote 
and pointed 

* Then know that I one SnugAhe jemer urn, 

Wo lion fell, nor else,’ &c.” 

Walker’s Gnt Emm., &c., vol. i. p. 262. 

^‘Mr. Barron Field proposed for ^ A lion felV to read ^ A IMsfell,^ which 
is extremely ingenious*; but in the rehearsal of this scene Snugjs ex- 
pressly enjoined to show his iace through the lion’s neck, tell his name 
and trade,* and sjw, you think 1 come hither as a lion, it were pity 
of my life : No, t am no such thing,’ &c. I am disposed, therefore, u 
‘ mr ’ is not to be taken as relating to both memliers of the sentence, to 
read 

* No lion fell, nor else no lion’s dam 

t.f. neither lion nor lioness.” Staunton, The fact that Bowe reads 
No ” seems to have escaped both Walker and Mr. Staunton. — Singer, 
Mr. Grant White, and the Caiuhridge Editors piint ‘*A lion-fell” 
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The. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience. 

Dem, The very best at a beast, my lord, that e'er I saw. 

Lys. This lion is a very fox for Sis valour. 

The. True ; and a goose for his discretion. 

Dem, Kot so, my lord ; for his valour cannot cany his 
discretion ; and the fox carries the goose. 

The, His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his valour; 
for the goose carries not the fox. It is well : leave it to his 
discretion, and let us listen to the moon 

Moon. This lantern doth the hornM moon present ; — 

Dem, He should have worn the horns on his head. 

The. He is not^^^®^ crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 

Moon. Thir lantern doth the hornM moon present ; 

Myself the mamfdhe-moon do seem to be. 

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest : the man 
should be put into the lantern How is it else the man-f -the- 
moon ? 

Dem, He dares not come there for the candle : for, you 
see, it i>’ already in snuff. 

Hip, I am a- weary of this moon: would he would 
change ! 

Tfte, It appears, by Ms small light of discretion, that he 
IS in the wane ; but yet, in courtesy, in all reason, we must 
stay the time 

Lys. Proceed, moon. 

Moon All that I have to say is, to tell you that the lantern 
is the moon , I, the man-in-the-moon ; this thorn-bush, my 
thorn-bush ; and tMs dog, my dog. 

Dem. Why, aU these should be in the lantern ; for all 
th(‘se are in the moon. But, silence ! here comes Thisbe, 

Lnte}' Thisbb. 

This. This is old Hinny^s tomb. Where is my love f 

Lion, Iji^oaHng] 0 [Thishe runs off, 

Dem. Well roared, lion. 

The, Well run, Thisbe. 


nof} Bo Mr. ColUer. — The old eds. have no.* 
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Mip, Well shone, moon. — Truly, the moon shines with a 
good grace. Lim tears Thisbe’s mantle, and e;>nt 

The, Well moused, lion. 

Bern, And then came Pyramus. 

Lys, And so the lion vanished.^^®"! 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr, Sweet moon, 1 thank thee for thy hunny beams : 

I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright ; 

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering 
I trust to taste of truest Thisbe’s sight. 

l>ut stay, — 0 spite ! — 

But mark, poor knight, 


(iw) Dent. And then came Pynumts, 

Lys. And so the lion mtiishedij 

Steevens calls this a “ glaring corruption ; ” ami so probably it is. — 
Farmer’s alteration, — 

Derm, Atid so comes Fymum, 

Lys, And then the moon vanishes,’^ — 

used to keep its place in the te.\t till Mr. Collier and Mr. Knight restored 
the old reading. Mr. Collier remarks that, “as there is no necessity lyr 
making any change, it ought to he avoided ; ” but he adds nothing in 
the way of explanation. “Demetrius and Lysander,” observes Mr, 
Knight, “do not jirofess to have any know]cdi»e oi the play ; it is Philo- 
strate who has * heard it over.’ They are thiukiiig of the classical story,” 
Now, if they had no hwwicdge of the play,, they must have been sound 
asleep during the Diuub-hhow «iutl the lab(>ured exposition ol the Pre- 
senter at p. 320. And if they were “ thinking of the classical story,” 
they must have read it in a version different Iroin that of Ovid ; toi, 
according to his account, the “lea sieva” had returned “ in silvas” before 
the arrival of Pyramus, — who, indt‘ed, appears to have been somewhat 
slow- m keeping the assignation, “ Serins egressus,” &c. (Compare, too, 
the long and tedious History of Pyranim and Thisbie in the Oorgmus 
Gallery of Gallant Inventions, 1578, — p. 171 of tlm lepiint},— 1863. Mr. 
W. N, Lettsoin observes ; “ Should not we transpose these lines, and read 

’ Lys, And so the Juta^h vaiiishedi. 

B*jn Non^ then roiues Pyranui ^ ’ t ” — 

Mr. Swynten JervLS would transpose the lines witliout (dtering the words. 

(108) gleams^ The old eds. have and streams ,^' — “I think 

the alliteration requires * hvhhh ^Ir. Knight conjectured]. Aliiei 

tamen Dyciixs, Memarhs, p. 49. ’ \Yalker’.s Cn^. Exam., &c,, voL iii. p. 52. 
In the volume referred to, I showed, at (perhaps too) great length, that 
from :!'b^..9€irliesc times the word stream^' formeily used in the sen^e 
of “ my,” But (since the readings of the second folio are certainly made 
on no authority) I now, in defeience to Walkei’s opinion, adopt gUmisf 
^though a word which is not elsewhere em}>loye<l by i^hakespeare. 
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What dreadful 'dole is here ! 

EyeSj do you see ? 

How can it be *2 
0 dainty duck I 0 dear * 

Thy mantle good, 

What, stained with blood ? 

Approach, ye Furies fell ! 

0 Fates, come, come, 

Cut thread and thrum ; 

Quail, -crush, conclude, and quell ’ 

The, This passion, and the death of a dear friend, would 
go near to make a man look 

Svp, Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man 
Ryr. 0, wherefore, Hature, didst thou lions frame ? 

Since lion vile hath here deflower’d my clear : 

Wliich is — ^no, no — ^which was the fairest dame 

That liv’d, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d wnth cheer. 

Come, tears, confound ; 

Out, sword, and wound 
The pap of Pyramus, — 

Ay, that left pap, 

Where heart doth hop : — himself. 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 
jSTow am I dead, 

How am I fled ; 

My souljs in the sky : 

Tongue, lose thy light ; 

Moon, take thy flight [Exit Moonshine, 
How die, die, die, die, die. [ Dies, 

Bern, Ho die, but an aee, for iiim ; for he is but one. 


( 109 ^ Tfiu passion^ mid the death of a d^ar fi letid, would go near to make 
a man look sac^.] An American critic (Mr. Grant White), in Putnam^ $ 
Monthtg Magazine for October 1853, p. 393, writes 'as follows; ^^The 
humor of the present speech consists in coupling the ridiculous fustian 
of the clown’s assumed TJassion with an event which would, m itself) 
make a man look sad. Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector extingaishes the fun 
at once, by reading^ * This passion on the death of a dear friend/ &c. 
And, incom;^reliensible as it is, Mr. Collier sustains him by saying that 
the observation of Theseus ^has particular reference to tha^jomow of 
Pyramus on the fate of Thisbe’ !” — Mx, Staunton asks, — ^^Haa^[the 
Ms. Corrector] never heard the old proverbial saying, * He that loseth his 
wite and sixpence hath lost a fester* 
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L//S. Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead , he is Dothmg, 
The. With the help of a surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an ass 

How chance Moonshine is gone before Thisbe comes 
back and finds her lover ? 

The. She will find him by starlight. — Here she comes ; 
and fier passion ends the play. 

lie-enter Thisbe. 

Htp Methinks she should not use a long one for such a 
Py ramus: I hope she wdll be brief 

Dem> A mote will turn the balance, which Pynumis, 
which Thisbe, is the better ; he for a man, God warrant us, 
— she for a woman, God bless us. 

Lys. She hath spied him already with those swe<^t eyes 
Dein And thus she moans, videlicet 
Thu. Asleep, my love ? 

What, dead, mj dove ? 

0 Pyramus, arise 1 

Speak, speak Quite dumb ? 

Dead, dead ^ A tomb 
Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

These lily lips, 

This cherry 

And ihii^ she moans,] So Theobald. — The old cds “ she 

meanes.”— Mr Staunton observes ad 1., that the change was made by 
Theobald, “ perhaps without necessity, as jwcaiis appears formerly to have 
sometimes borne the same signification Thus in The Two Gentlemen of 
Verona^ act v sc 4 , 

* The more degenerate and base art thou, 

To make such means for her as thou hast done ' ” 

But m that passage, ** To makem^h. weans” surely signifies (as Steevens 
explains it) *Ho najike^such interest for, take such pains about/' 

(Uij 77»<!!se hly h^ps, 

This dun p 

Axorrupted passage. — Theobald, for tlie sake of the rhyme, altered bps ” 
to brows.”— The Ms Corrector reads 

‘‘This Illy lip, 

Tim cherry tip, — 

< in allusion,” —as Mr Collier carefully inlorms us, — to the ttp of the 
mu of Pyramus.” 
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These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

Are gone, are gone ; 

Lovers, make moan : 

His eyes were green as leeks. 

0 Sisters Three, 

Come, come to me, 

With hands as pale as milk ; 

Lay them in gore, 

Since you have shore 
With shears his thread of silk. 

Tongue, not a word : 

Come, trusty sword ; 

Come, blade, my breast imbrue 
And, farewell, friends, — 

Thus Thisbe ends, — 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. 

The. Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 

Bern. Ay, and Wall too. 

Bot. No, I assure you ; the wall is down that parted their 
fathers. Will it please you to see the epilogue, or to hear a 
Bergomask dance between two of our company ? 

The: No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs no 
excuse. Never excuse ; for when the players are ad dead, 
there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that writ it 
had played Pyramus and hanged himself in Thisbe^s garter, it 
would have been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly ; and very 
notably discharged. But, come, your Bergomask : let youi* 
epilogue alone. \A dance hy tm of the 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve : — 

Lovers, to bed ; ’tis almost fairy-time. 

I fear we shall outsleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have overwatclf dj^ 

This "palpable-gross play hatli well beguil'd 
The heavy gait of night. — Sweet friends, to bed. — 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity 

In nightly revels and new jollity. [Mxeiini. 


\Slal>B herself, 
[Dies, 
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Enter Puck, with a hromn. 

Fuck Kow the hungry lion roars 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the screech-owl, screeching 
l^its the wretch that lies in woe 
In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 

Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the church-way paths to gbdej 
And we fairies, tbr>t do run 
By the triple Hecate’s team 
From the presence of the sun, 

Following darkness like a dream, 

Now are frolic : not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house : 

I am sent, with broom, before. 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter Oberon and Titania, with their Train. 

Ohc. Through the house give glimmering 'light, 

By the dead and drowsy fire ; , 

(U 2 \ The old edb. have beholds.^’ 

(113J tiie screech-cwlj screechiny Idnd'^ I cannot but wonder that 

any editor should print here, with Robertses quarto and the folio, 
scritch-ou?P' and “ scritching,” when the best of the old eds., Fisliefs 
quarto, ha^ .%r%ech-mvle^^ and ‘^scriec/nngT ' 

(114 j Tkroiigh the house give glimmering Uyhij 
By the dead and drotvsy Jire /} 

A rno&t perplexing passage. — Jolinson conjectured 

Through ihu [the] house m glimmering light, ^ &e. 

Mr. CImnt White prints 

“ Though the house gite glimmenng light^^^ &<f. ; 

and says that Oberon directs every elf and fairy spr).te to hop as light 
m bird from brier, though the house give glimmering 'light by the dead 
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Every elf and fairy sprite 

Hop as light as bird from brier 
And this ditty, after me, 

Sing, and dance it trippingly 
Tita, First, rehearse your song by rote, 

To each word a warbling note 
Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 

Will we sing, and bless this place [So7tij and dance 
Obt. How, until the break of day, 

Through this house each fairy stray 
To the best bride-bed will we, 

Which by us shall blessfed be , 

And the issue there create 
Ever shall be fortimate* 

toe 

trae in loving be , ' 

^^‘l^tlie blots of Nature’s ha ml 
not in their issue stand , 
mole, hare-lip, nor scar, 

, ’^nark prodigious, such as aie 
in nativity, 

upon their children be. 
this field-dew consecrate, 
fairy take his gait 


reading and note, I must coulees, are to me 
not quite nitclli^^^ ^Mx. W H. Lettsom conjectiues 

this hall go glitmnering ligMT 

Shall their children he 
With t/mfield-deia coiueciafef 
Every fairy take his gait, &c,] 

The punctuation 

Shall upon their children be," 

With this fiehl-dew coiis^ecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait,” &c.— - 

wMcli Collie , ^ ‘‘decidedly accurate.” He tells us ttet 

"^^f/not to\e ‘with this field -dew cojisecralc , ’ ifie;/ could 
not need it, ^her misunderstanding the line, which m^ns “ with 

the fiX“dew wf holv-water ; and wliw fa*«ids, that 
i intended for “the children,” he most unaccountably 

forgets that, as t ooaples three" have only just rehred to their rc^ec- 
tive hidal chamX^^^ period must elapse before the birth <d 
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And eacli several chamber bless, 

Through this palace, with sweet peace : 

Ever shall T in* safety rest. 

And the owner of it blest.^^^*"^ 

Trip away ; 

Make no stay ; 

Meet me all by break of day. 

[Dceunt Oberoti, Tifania, and Train. 
Puck. If we shadows have offended, 

Think but this* and all is mended, — 

That you have but slumber'd here, 

While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theme, 

No more yielding but a dream, 

Gentles, do not reprehend : 

If you pardon, we will mend. 


“ the children j ” — by which time ** this held-ftew (so vei^'TT^^^^tiireJy 
provided) was not nnlilceh to lose its virtue, and eve»^ to evaporate, 
though in the keeping of fairies. 

Ever shall H in safety rest, 

And the owner of 'll blesti} 

So the old ed»., except that, instead of shall ’tf ‘‘shall,”— 

lio\\e in his sec ed, printed Ever shall it safely — Malone retains 

the reading of the old copies (“ Evet shall in safety ’ X — because,” 

lie oays. ‘Uhere are many other instances, in the so plays, wheie the 
n<iniinative ca«e is not expressed, but understood f he adds that 
Pope and the subsequent editors read shall it m safety 

rest/”— -a mistake, for Pope adopted the reading Howe’s sec. ed. — 
Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives the lection which Malone erroneously 
aitrihutes to Pope. — Mr, Staunton was the first to p 

^ And the owmer of it blest, 

Ever shall in safeU^rest ; ” 

it having been suggested to him “by Mr. Singer, and by an anonymous 
^-01 respondent, that the difficulty in the passage aros^® printer's 

having transposed the two last lines.” But I can^^^ agree with Mr. 
Orant White in thinking that this “ correction is once the simplest 
and the most consistent with the form and spirit 4 context : ” I 
must be allowed to prefer my own correction, — the/ addition of a single 
letter. And compare the words of the supposed Queen concern- 
ing Windsor Castle ; ; 

“ Strew good luck, ouphs, on every sacred ; 
it may stand till the perpetual doon^ . 

In state [seat!] as wholesome as in state j bt, 

Worthy the owner, and the owner it” 4 

The Merry Wives of H'Vf o&of, act t. sc. 5, 
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And, as Fm an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 
Now to scape the serpent's tongue, 
We will make amends ere long ; 

Else the Puck a liar call : 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends. 
And Eobin shall restore amends. 


{Exit, 



THE MERCHANT OF VENICE 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Dtike of Venice- 

Prince of Morocco, ) . , x t> a* 

^ ^ ^ }• suitors to Portia. 

Pnnce of Arragon, j 

Antonio, a merchant. 

Bassanio, his kinsman and friend. 

SOLANIO, \ 

Salaeino, > friends to Aiitoiiio and Bassanio. 
Gbatiano, j 

Lobenzo, in love with Jessica. 

Shylock, a Jew. 

Tubal, a Jew, his friend 

Launoelot Gobbo, a clown, servant to Shyiock. 

Old Gobbo, father to Launcelot. 

Leonakdo, servant to Bassanio. 

I servants to Portia. 

Stephano, j 

Portia, a rich heiress. 

Nebissa, her waiting-maid. 

Jessica, daughter to Shyiock, 

Magnificoes of Venice, OflSlcer* of the Court of Justice, Gaoler, Servan 
and other Attendants. 

Scene — Fartl^ at Venice, and partly at Belmont, the seat of PorUai 
on the Continent, 
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ACT L 

Scene I. Venice, A street. 

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and SoLANia 

Ant. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad: 

It wearies me ; you say it wearies you ; 

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 

What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn ; 

And such a want- wit sadness makes of me, 

That I have much ado to know myself. 

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 

There, where your argosies with portly sail, — 

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood, 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 

Do overpeer the petty traffickers. 

That curt’sy to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Solan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth, 

The better parfbL^my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Packing the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 

Q rich hikers of theflood^'] The old eds. have on theflood.^* 
—Corrected by CapelL — Steevens compares, in As you like it, “ native 
hvrghers of this desolate city.'^ (Douce defends on,” informing us that 
here the Venetians are alluded to I) 
von ii. Y 
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Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads ; 

And every object that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me sad. 

Solar. My ‘wind, cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 

But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 

And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand, 

Vailing her high- top lower than her ribs, 

To kiss her burial. Should I go to church, ^ 

And see the holy edifice of stone, 

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks, 

Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side, 

Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks 
And, in a word, but even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing ? Shall I have the thought 
To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought, 

That such a thing bechanc’d would make me sad ? 

But tell not me ; I know Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 

Ant Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it, 

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 
hTor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year: 

Therefore my merchandise makes me not sad. 

Solar. Why, then are in love. 

Ant Pie, fie 

Solar. Fot in love neither ? Then let’s say you’re sad. 
Because you are not merry: and ’twere#as*easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say you’re merry, 

’Cause you’re not sad. IsTow, hy two-headed J anus, 

0 docFciJ] The old eds, have ^‘doeks.^^ 

0 Bnrohe the roaring waters with mg silhs;} Mr. W. N. L#ttsom 
thinks that something is wanting between this line and the next. 

(^) Fie, fie /] I have little douht that Shakespeare wrote In love I 
MfieP^ 
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Kature hatli fram’d strange fellows in her time : 

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 

And laugh, like parrots^, at a bag-piper ; 

And other of such vinegar aspect, 

That ^'they’ll not show their teeth in way of smile, 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

§olan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo. Fare ye well : 

We leave you now with’ better company. 

JSular. I would have stay’d till I had made you merry, 
If Avorthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Tour worth is very dear in my regard. 

I take it, your own business calls on you, 

And you embrace th’ occasion to depart. 


Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 

Salar. Good morrow, my good lords. 

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh? say, when? 
You grow exceeding strange : must it be so ? 

Salar. We’ll make our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeunt Salanno and Solanio. 
Lor. My Lord Bassanio, since you’ve found Antonio, 

We two will leave you: but, at dinner-time, 

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 

Bass. I will not fail you, 

Gra. You look not well, Signior Antonio ; 

You have too much respect upon the world: 

'They lose it that do buy it with much care : 

Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 

Ant I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano ; 

A stage, where every man must play a part, 

And mine^®^ a sad one. 

Gra. Let me play the fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 

And let my liver rather heat with wine 
Thon my heart cool with mortifying groans. 


0 mine\ Has been altered to mine’s.” 
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Bass, Gratiano speaks an iniSnite deal of nothing, more 
than any man in all Venice. His reasons are as two grains 
of wheat hid in two huchels of chaff : you shall seek all day 
ere you find them ; and when you have them, they are not 
wortl? the search. 

Ant, Well ; tell me now, what lady is the same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 

That you to day promis’d to tell me of ? 

Bass, Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate, 

By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance ; 

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts, 

Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

Hath left me gag’d. To you, Antonio, 

I owe the most, in money and in love ; 

And from your love I have a warranty 
1'’ unburden all my plots and purposes 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Ant I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it ; 

And if it stand, as you yourself still do, 

Within the eye of honour, be assur’d 
My purse, my person, my extremest means, 

Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

Bass, In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft, 

I shot his fellow of the selfsame flight 
The selfsame way with more advised watch, 

To find the other forth ; and by adventuring both,^^' 

Ay / an ironical interjection. As to the rest of this short speech, nothing 
can be more awkward than ‘ that any thing ' for ' is there any thing in 
that V and ' mm ’ is worse than superfluous. On the other hand, it may 
be said again^ Johnson's conjecture ' that it does not so exactly 
accord with Bassanio’s phrase, ‘an infinite deal of nothing.^ It is 
however, quite common for speakers to wrest the meaning of a preceding 
speech lor the sake of a retort : when this happens in a written dialogue. 

It IS only ainmitation of nature ; l>ut it is a fault in the writer to pre- 
^ retort by previously introducing awkward phraseology.” 

(®) and ly adventuring loth,} Qu. “ amd, venturing loth ” ? 
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I oft fojind botli : I urge this childhood proof, 

Because what follows is pure innocence. 

I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth, 

That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 

As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 

Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant You know me well ; and herein spend but time 
To wind about my love with chcumstance ; 

And out of doubt you do me now more wrong 
In making question of my uttermost, 

Than if you had made waste of all I have : 

Then do but say to me what I should do, 

That in your knowledge may by me be done, 

And I am prest unto it : therefore, speak. 

£ass. In Belmont is a lady richly left ; 

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word, 

Of wondrous virtues : sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 

Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalu'd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus’ Portia : 

Nov is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; . , 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 
RenownM suitors : and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos’ strand, 

And many Jasons come inquest of her. 

0 my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift. 

That 1 should questionless be fortunate ! 

Ant Thou know'st that all my fortunes are at sea ; 
Neither have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum ; therefore, go forth ; 

C°) wilful] Warbnrton would read witless ; ” Mr, Colher^s Ms*. 
Correotor wasteful.” 
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Try what my credit can in Y enice do : 

That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost, 

To furnish thee to Belnlont, to fair Portia. 

Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 

WherS money is ; and I no question make, 

Jo have it of my trust, or for my sake. [Mvcimt 


Scene II. Belmont A room in Pobtia^s house. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

Bor. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a-weary of 
this great world. 

Net. You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries were 
in the same abundance as your good fortunes are : and yet, 
for aught I see, they are as sick that surfeit with too much, 
as they that starve with nothing. It is no mean happiness, 
therefore, to be seated in the mean : superfluity comes sooner 
by white hairs ; but competency lives longer. 

Pot. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner. They would be better, if well followed. 

For. If to do were as easy as to know what were good 
to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men’s cottages 
princes’ palaces. It is a good divine that follows his own 
instructions : I can easier teach twenty what were good to be 
done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine own teaching. 
The brain may devise laws for the blood ; but a hot temper 
leaps o’er a cold decree : such a hare is madness the youth, 
to skip o’er the meshes of good-counsel the cripple. But-this 
reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me a husband : — 0 
me, the word choose ” I I may neither choose whom I 
would, nor refuse whom I dislike ; so is the will A a living 
daughter curbed by the will of a dead father. — Is it not hard, 
Srerissa, that 1 cannot choose one, nor refuse none ? 

Mr, Your father was ever virtuous ; and holy men, at 
their death; have good inspirations: therefore, the lottery, 
that lie hath devised in these three chests of gold, silver, and 
lead, — whereof who chooses his meaning chooses you, — will, 
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no doubt, never be chosen by any rightly, but one vrhu you 
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in your affec- 
tion towards any of these princely'’suitors that are already 
come ? 

For, 1 pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou namest 
them, I will describe them ; and, according to my description^ 
level at my affection. 

Ner. First, there is the hTeapolitan prince. 

For. Ay, that's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great appropriation to 
his own good parts, that he can shoe him himself I am 
much afraid my lady his mother played false with a smith. 

Mr. Then is there the County Palatine. 

For. He doth nothing but frown; as who should say, 
An you will not have me, choose ; he hears merry tales, 
and smiles not : I fear he will prove the weeping philosopher 
when he grows old, being so full of unmannerly sadness in 
his youth. I had rather be married to a Death's-head with 
a bone in his mouth than to either of these : — God defend 
me from these two ! 

Mr. How say you by the French lord, Monsieur Le Bon ? 

For. God made him, and therefore let him pass for a man. 
In truth, I know it is a sin to be a mocker : but, he! — why, 
he hath a horse better than the ITeapolitan's ; a better bad 
habit of frowning than the Count Palatine : he is every man 
in no man ; if a throstle sing, he falls straight a-capering ; 
he will fence with his own shadow : if I should marry him, 
I should marry twenty husbands. If he would despise me, 
I would forgive him ; for jf he love me to madness, I shall 
never requite him. 

JSfer. What say you, then, to Falconbridge, the young 
baron of England ? ^ ^ 

Pdr. You know I say nothing to him : for he understands 
not me, nor I him : he hath neither Latin, French, nor Ita- 
lian ; and you will come into the court and swear that I have 
a poor pennyworth in the English. He is a proper man's 
picture; but, alas, who can converse with a (jS:mb-shqw ? 

throstle] The old eds. have and “tasselL^ 
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How oddly lie is suited ! I think he bought his doublet in 
Italy, his round hose in France, his bonnet in Germany, and 
his behaviour every whfere. 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his neighbour ? 

For, That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; for he 
J^orrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, and swore he 
woT^d pay him again when he was able : I think the 
Frenchman became his surety, and sealed under for 
another, 

Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of Sax- 
ony’s nephew ? 

For. Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober ; and 
most vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk : when he is 
best, he is a little worse than a man ; and when he is worst, 
he is little better than a beast. An the worst fall that ever 
fell, I hope I shall make shift to go without him. 

Mr, If he should offer to choose, and choose the right 
casket, you should refuse to perform your father’s will, if you 
should refuse to accept him. 

For, Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, set a 
deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary casket ; for, if 
the devil be within, and that temptation without, I know he 
will choose it. I will do anything, Nerissa, ere I will be 
married to a sponge. 

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of these 
lords : they have acquainted me with their determinations ; 
which is, indeed, to return to their home, and to trouble you 
with no more suit, unless you may be won by some other sort 
than your father’s imposition, depending on the caskets. 

For, If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as chaste 
as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner of my father’s 
will. I am glad this parcel of wooers are so reasonable ; for 
there is not one among “them but I dote on his very absence ; 
and I pray God grant them a fair departure. 

Ner, Do you not remember, lady, in your father’s time, a 
Venetian, a scholar and a soldier, that came hither in Com- 
paq of this Marquis* of Montferrat ? 

For, Yes, yes, it was Bassanio : as I think, so was ha 
called. 
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Ner. -True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever my fool- 
ish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving a fair lady 
Pot. I remember him well ; and T remember him worthy 
of thy praise. 


Enter a Seryant. 

How now ! what news ^ 

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam, to take 
their leave : and there is a forerunner come from a fifth, the 
Prince of Morocco ; who brings word, the prince his master 
will be here to-night. 

Pot. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so good heart 
as I can bid the other four farewell, I should be glad of his 
approach : if he have the condition of a saint and the com- 
plexion of a devil, I had rather he should shrive me than 
wive me 

Come, N'erissa. — Sirrah, go before. — 

Whiles we shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at 
the door. [EMunt. 


Scene III. Venice. A puUic place. 

Enter Bassanio and Shylogk. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — ^weU. 

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. Por three months, — well. 

Bass Por the which, f"s I told you, Antonio shall be 
bound. 

Shy Antonio shall become bound, — well, 

Bass May you stead me ? will you pleasure me ? shall I 
know your answer ? 

Shy. Three thousand ducats for three months, and An- 
tonio bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the contrary I 
Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ; — my meaning, in saying he is a 
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good man, is to have jou understand me, that he is sufficient. 
Yet his means are in supposition : he hath an argosy bound 
to Tripolis, another to liie Indies ; I understand, moreover, 
upon the Eialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for Eng- 
land, -*-*-and other ventures he hath squandered abroad. But 
sjiips are but boards, sailors but men : there be land-rats 
and water-rats, land-thieves and water-thieves, — I mean 
pirates ; and then there is the peril of waters, winds, and 
rocks. The man is, notwithstanding, sufficient : — three thou- 
sand ducats : — I think I may take Ins bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Sky. I will be assured I may ; and, that I may be assured, 
I wiU bethink me. May 1 speak with Antonio ? 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Sky. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habitation which 
your prophet the Nazarite conjured the devil into. I will 
buy with you, sell with you, talk with you, walk with you, 
and so following ; but I will not eat with you, drink with 
you, nor pray with you. What news on the Eialto ? — Who 
is he comes here ? 


Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This is Signior Antonio. 

Sky. [aside] How like a fawning publican he looks ! 

I hate him for he is a Christian ; 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the lip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails, 

Even there wher<$ merchants most do congregate. 

On me, my bargains, and my well- won thrift, 

Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe, 

If 1 forgive him ! 

Bass. Shylock, do, you hear ? 

(“) larhd4Jmves and water-tMeves^ The old eels nave water theeum^ 
and laud theeues,^^ 
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Shy- I am debating of my present store ; 

And, by the near guess of my memory, 

I cannot instantly raise up the gross 

Of full three thousand ducats. What of that ? 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe. 

Will furnish me. But soft ! how many months 
Do you desire?— Best you fair, good sigmor; {To Antonw. 
Your worship was the last man m our mouths 
Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow. 

By taking nor by giving of excess, 

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 

I’ll break a custom. — Is he yet possess d 

How much we would? 

Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 
Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, — three months, you told me so. 

Well, then, your bond ; and let me see, ^but hear you , 
Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow 

Upon advantage. 

Ani I do never use it. 

Shy. When Jacob graz’d his uncle Laban’s sheep. 

This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf) 

The third possessor ; ay, he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him ? did he take interest ? . 

Shy. Ho, not take interest ; not, as you would say. 
Directly interest: mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himseK were compromis d 
lhat aU the eanlings which were streak’d and pied 
Should fall as Jacob’s hire, the ewes, hemg rank. 

In end of autumn turned to the rams ; 

An il when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands, 

And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes, 

^ 13 ^ .yigj So Walker {Ofit. &o., voL iii. p. 53)* The o c 

have “ you” and he.” 
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Who, then eaning time 

Fal]^parti;g^4'ar d lambs, and those were Jacob’s. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest : 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 

Ant This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv’d for; 

A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 

But*sway’d and fashion’d by the hand of heaven. 

Was this inserted to make interest good ^ 

Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams ? 

Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast : — 

But note me, signior. 

Ant Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 

An evil soul, producing holy witness, 

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart : 

0, what a goodly^^^^ outside falsehood hath ! 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — ’tis a good round sum. 
Three months from twelve, — then, let me see, the rate — 
Ant Well, Shylock, shall we be beholding to you ? 
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft 
In the Eialto, you have rated me 
About my moneys and my usances : 

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ; 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

And spit^^®^ upon my Jewish gaberdine. 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

Well, then, it now appears you n^ed my help : 

Go to, then ; you come to me, and you say, 

Shylock, we would have moneys : ” — you say so ; 

You, that did v^id your rheum upon my beard, 


goodly} Perils repeated by mistake from the preceding line.— 
Eowe, Hanmer, and Walker (Grit. Exam., &c., vol. i. p. 303) read “ godiy.^’ 
(1®) spit} So the third folio. — The earlier eds. have ‘‘spet but* to 
follow them ^ several recent editors do) is only to introduce inconsis- 
tency of spelling into a modern edition; for the folio has spit^^ m 
Measure for Measure, act ii. sc. i ; As you lile it, act iii. sc. 2, act iv. 
sc. I ; Taming of the Shrew, act iii. sc. i ; Winter^ s Tale, act iv. sc. 2, &c. 
dec. 
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And foot me as yon spnrn a stranger cnx 
Over your threshold : moneys is your suit. 

What should I say to you ? Should I not say* 

Hath a dog money ? is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? ” or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 

With bated breath and whispering humbleness, 

Say this, — 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last,; 

You spurn’d me such a day ; another time 
You call’d me dog ; and for these courtesies 
I’ll lend you thus much moneys ” ? 

Ant. I am as like to call thee so again, 

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 

As to thy friend — ^for when did friendship take 

A breed for barren metal of his friend ? — 

But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 

Who if he break, thou mayst with better face 
Exact the penalty 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm i 

I would be friends with you, and have your love, 

Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with, 

Supply your iiresent wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my moneys, 

And you’ll not hear me : this is kind I offer. 

Bass. This were kindness. 

Shy. This kindness will I show ; — 

Go with me to a notary ,'^eal me there 
Your single bond ; and, m a merry sport, 

If you repay me nor on such a day, 

Injsuch a place, such sum or sums as are ^ 

Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off* and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 


(1®) thy fTund'\ So the second folio. — ^The earlier eds. have^ thy 
friends.^’ 
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Ant. Content, in faith : 111 seal to such a bond, 

And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. You shall not'^eal to such a bond for me : 

111 rather dwell in my necessity. 

Ant Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it : 

Within these two months, that’s a month before 
Th^g bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. 0 father Abraham, what these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealing^^^^ teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others 1 — Pray you, tell” me this ; 

If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By tlie exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of man’s flesh taken from a man 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 

To -buy his favour, I extend this friendship : 

If he wiU take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 

And,' for my love, I pray you wrong me not. 

Ant Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s, — 
ixive him direction for this merry bond ; 

And I will go and pm'se the ducats straight ; 

See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you.- 

Ant Hie thee, gentle Jew. [Exit Shyloch 

This Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind. 

Bass. I like not fair terms and^a villain’s mind. 

Ant Come on : in this there can be no dismay ; 

My ships come home a month before the day. [Exeunt 

deahngl So the second folio. — The other old eds. have dealings/ 



352 


THE MERCHANT OF FENICE. [act u. 


ACT IL 


SOENE 1 . Belmont. A room in Poktia’s house. 

Flourish of wmets. Enter the Prince of Morocco and Ms Tram ; 
PoETiA, Nbbissa, and other of her Attendants. 

Mot. Mislike me not for my complexion, 

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun, 

To whom I am a neighbour and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward born. 

Where Phcebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles. 

And let us make incision for your love. 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine. 

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 

Hath fear’d the valiant : by my love, I swear 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 

Have lov’d it too ; I would not change this hue. 

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Bor. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes; 

Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing 
But if my father had not scanted me, 

And hedg’d me by his wiU,''*) to yield myself 
His wife who wins me by that means I toid you. 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair 
As any comer I liave lociid. on yet 
For my affection. 

Even for that i thank yon : 

Tl^grefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets. 

To try my fortune. By this scimitar. 

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince 


(18) mtn Grey’s conjecture.-The old eds. have 

transcriheis and ‘^4it”fOTmeriy signified 

did not displace the Julfa godfather, ” p. 
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That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, — 

I would outstare the sternest eyes that look, 

Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth, 

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear, 

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 

To win thee, lady But, alas the while 1 
if ^Hercules and Lichas play at dice 
Wh<ich is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker liaiid : 

So is Alcides beaten by his page 
And so may I, blind Fortune leading me, 

Miss that which one unworthier may attain. 

And die with grieving 

Pot, You must take your chance ; 

And either not attempt to choose at all, 

Or swear before you choose, — if you choose wrong, 

Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage : therefore be advis'd. 

Mot, Nor will not. Come, bring me unto my chance. 
For. First, forward to the temple : after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 

Mot. Good fortune then 1 

To make me blest or cursed'st among men. 

[Corslets, and exeunt. 


Scene II. Venice, A street 
Enter Launcwdot. 

Zaun, Certainly my conscience will serve me to run from 
this Jew my master. The fiend is at m ine elbow, and 
tempts me, saying* to me, ''Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good 
Launcelot,” or ''good Gobbo," or "good Launcelot Gobbo, 
use your legs, take the start, run aw^ay." My conscience 
says, "No; take heed, honest Launcelot ; take heed, honest 
Gobbo," or, aforesaid, " honest Launcelot Gobbo ; do not 

page ;] The old eds. have “rage.’* 

VOL. IL 
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run ;^scorii running with thy heels/' Well, the most coura- 
geous fiend bids me pack : Via ! " says the fiend ; '' away ! ” 
says the fiend ; “ for the heavens, rouse up a brave mind/' 
says the fiend, ‘‘and run/’ Well, my conscience, -hanging 
about the neck of my heart, says very wisely to m^ “ My 
honest friend Launcelot, being an honest man’s son,” — or 
rather an honest woman’s son : — for, indeed, my father difi 
something smack, something grow to, — he had a kiiSi of 
taste ; — well, my conscience says, “ Launcelot, budge not/’ 
“ Budge,” says the fiend. “ Budge not,” says my consci- 
ence. Conscience, say I, you counsel well ; fiend, say I, you 
counsel well : to be ruled by my conscience, I should stay 
with the Jew my master, who — God bless the mark! — -is a 
kind of devil ; and, to run away from the Jew, I should be 
ruled by the fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil 
himself. Certainly the Jew is the very devil incarnation; 
and, in my conscience, my conscience is but a kind of hard 
conscience, to offer to counsel me to stay with the J ew. The 
fiend gives the more friendly counsel : I will run, fiend ; my 
heels are at your commandment ; I will run, 

Entm* Old Gobbo, with a basket. 

Gob. Master young man, you, I pray you, which is the 
way to master Jew’s ? 

Zaun, [aside] 0 heavens, this is my true-begotten father I 
who, being more than sand-blind, high-gravel-bMnd, knows 
me not: — I will try confusions with him. 

Gob, Master young gentleman, I pray you, which is t.ii^^ 
way to master Jew’s ? - 

Zaun. Turn up on your right hand at the next turning, 
but, at the next turning of all, on your left ; marry, at the 
very next turning, turn of no hand, but ^um down indirectly 
to the Jew’s house. 

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’twill be a hard way to hit. Can 

(30) confusions] So Heyes’s quarto and the folio. — Mr. Knight, adopt- 
iivj the reading of Kobexts’s quarto, ‘‘ conclusions/ observes that “ to 
try confusions is not very intelligible,” — a remark which showss that, 
like the printer of that quarto, he did not perceive the joke intended 
here. 
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you tell me whether one Lanncelot, that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no ? 

Laun, Talk yon of joung Master Lanncelot ? — [Aside] 
Mark me now; now will I raise the waters. — Talk yon ol 
yonngmMaster Lanncelot ? 

God, No master, sir, but a poor man's son : his father, 
tTiongh I say it, is an honest exceeding poor man, and, God 
be tnanked, well to live. 

Zaun. Well, let his father be what 'a will, we talk of 
young Master Lanncelot. 

God. Your worship's friend, and Lanncelot, sir. 

Zaun. But, I pray yon, ergo, old man, ergo, I beseech 
yon, talk yon of young. Master Lanncelot 

God. Of Lanncelot, an't please your mastership. 

Zaun. Ergo, Master Lanncelot. Talk not of Master 
Lanncelot, father ; for the young gentleman — according to 
Bates and Destinies, and such odd sayings, the Sisters Three, 
and such branches of learning — is, indeed, deceased ; or, as 
yon would say in plain terms, gone to heaven. 

God. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the very stafi of 
my age, my very prop. 

Zaun, [aside] Do I look like a cudgel or a hovel-post, a 
staff or a prop ^ — Do yon not know me, father ? 

God. Alack the day, I know yon not, young gentleman 
but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy — God rest his soul ' — 
alive or dead ^ 

Zaun. Do yon not know me, father ? 

God. Alack 1 sir, I am sand-blind ; I know yon not. 

Zaun. Nay, indeed, if yon had jonr eyes, yon might fail 

(21) Laiui. But, I ffUij you, ergo, old ergo, I beseech you, talk you 
of ymng MasUr Lanncelot f] “This sentence is usually ‘put interro- 
gaHmly,f^oukt.Tj to the punctuation of all the old copies, which is not 
to be so utterly despieeH as the modern editors would pretend.” So^ays 
Mr. Knight,— forgetting that this as a repetition ot Launcelot’s preceding 
interrogation, “ Talk you of young Master Lanncelot ? ” (A subsequent 
speech of Lanncelot is pointed thus in the old copies ; “ Do I look like a 

cudgel or a hovel-post, a staff or a prop . do you know me father.” 

and yet Mr. Epigbt does not point it so.)— 1863. To my great surprise, 

1 find Mr. Grai:^ White maintaining that “this is imperative, not inter- 
rogative.” ^ 

^22) OiMtted in the old eds,, but absolutely necessary : and com- 
pare Launcelot’s next speech. 
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of the^inowing me : it is a wise father that knows his own 
child. Well, old man, I will tell yon news of your sou : 
give me your blessing {kneels with his hctck to ffohho] : truth 
will come to light; murder cannot be hid long, — a man's 
son may ; but, in the end, truth will out. 

Gol. Pray you, sir, stand up: I am sure you are not 
Launcelot, my boy 

Zaun, Pray you, let's have no more fooling about it, but 
give me your blessing : I am Launcelot, your boy that was, 
your son that is, your child that shall be. 

Gol, I cannot think you are my son. 

Zaun, I know not what I shall think of that : but I am 
Launcelot, the Jew's man; and I am sure Margery your 
wife is my mother. 

Gol, Her name is Margery, indeed : I’ll be sworn, if thou 
be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and blood. [Taking 
hold of ZavMcelofs lack hair] Lord worshipped might he be'^ 
what a beard hast thou got I thou hast got more hair on thy 
chin than Dobbin my fill-horse has on his tail. 

Zaun, {using] It should seem, then, that Dobbin's tail 
grows backward; I am sure he had more liair of his tail 
than I have of my face when I last saw him. 

Gol. Lord, how art thou changed 1 How do^t thou and 
thy master agree ? I have brought him a present. How 
gree you now 

Zaun. Well, weU: but, for mine owm part, as I have set 
up my rest to run away, so I will not rest till 1 have run 
some ground. My master's a very Jew: give him a pre- 
sent I give him a halter : I am famished in his service ; you 
may tell every finger I have with my ribs. Father, T am 
glad you are come; give me your present to one Master 
Bassanio, who, indeed, gives rare new Ijveries : if I serve 
not "him, I will run as far as God has any ground. — 0 rare 
fortune ! here comes the man : — to him, father ; for I am a 
Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer. 

Eni&r BASSAisrro, with Lbonaubo and other FgHoimrs. 

Bass. You may do so;^ — but let it be so hasted, that 
supper be ready at the furthest by five of the clock. See 
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these letters delivered ; put the liveries to making ; and 
desire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging {Exit a iServant 
Lcmn. To him, father. 

Q-db. God bless your worship ! 

Gramercy : wonldst thou aught with me ? 

Gob. Here’s my son, sir, a poor boy, — 

Tjmm. Hot a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s man ; that 
wo?lild, sir, — as my father shall specify, — 

Gob He hath a great infection, sir, as one would say, to 
serve, — 

LavM. Indeed, the short and the long is, I serve the J ew, 
and have a desire, — as mj^' father shall specify, — 

Gob His master and he — saving your worship’s rever- 
ence — are scarce cater-cousins, — 

Latin To be brief’ the very truth is, that the Jew having 
done me. wrong, doth cause me, — as my father, being, I hope, 
an old man, shall frutify unto you, — 

Gob. J have here a dish of doves that I would bestow 
upon your worship ; and my suit is, — 

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to mysell, as 
your worship shall know by this honest old man; and, though 

I say it, though old man, yet, poor man, my father. 

Bern. One speak for both — What would you ? 

Lami Serve you, sir. 

Gob. That is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

Bas?\ I know thee well ; thou hast obtain’d thy suit : 
Shylock thy master spoke with me this day, 

And hath preferr’d thee, — if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 
Ilie follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Lami. The old proverb is very well parted between my 
master Shylock and you, sir : you have the grace of God, 
sir, and he hatii enough 

Bass. Thou speak’st it well, — Go, father, with thy son. — 
J'ake leave of thy old master, and inquire 
IVIy lodging out.-~Give him a livery {To Ms Followers. 

II ore guafded than his fellows’ : see it done. 

Lami. Father, in. — I cannot get a service, no ; — 1 have 
ne’er a tongue in my head. — Well {looking on Ms palni\^ if 
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any m#n in Italy have a fairer table, which doth offer to 

swear upon a hook, I shall have good fortune ! Go to, 

here’s a simple line of life I here’s small trifle of wives 1 
alas, fifteen wives is nothing ! aleven widows and nine 
maids is a simple coming-in for one man ; and then to «ecape 
drowning thrice, and to be in peril of my life with the edge 
of a feather-bed, — here are simple scajies ! Well, if Fortune 
be a woman, she’s a good wench for this gear. — Father, codie ; 
111 take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

{Exeunt Launcelot and old Gobbo. 

Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this : 

These things being bought and orderly bestow’d, 

Eeturn in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best-esteem’d acquaintance : hie thee, go. 

Zeon. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 


Enter Gratiano. 

Chra. Wliere is your master ? 

Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks {Exit 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, — 

Bass. Gratia no ! 

Gra. I have a suit to you. 

Bass. You have obtain’d it. 

Gra. you must not deny me : I must go 

With you to Belmont. 

Bass. Wliy, then you must. But hear thee, Gratiano : 
Thou art too wM, too rude and bold of voice, — 

Parts that become thee hafpily enough, 

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal. Pray thee, take pai^^ 

T’ allay with some cold drops of modesty 

Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild behaviour, 


(23) alcvefi] A vulgarism (and archaism) for eleven/**^formerly not 
uncommon, 

(2'*) iVht/,] An addition made hy Hanmer (and adopted by Oapell), — 
itiis speech having been beyond all doubt originally verse. 
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I be misconstru’d^'®^ ixi the place I go tO; 

And lose my hopes. 

Gra. ' Sig^ior Bassanio, hear me : 

If I do not put on a sober habit, 

Talkiwith respect, and swear but now and then, 

^Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 

Kay, more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say amen ; 

Use all th’ observance of civility, 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
To please his grandam, — never trust me more. 

Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing. 

Qra. Kay, but I bar to-mght : you shall not gauge me 
By what we do to-night. 

Bass. Ko, that were pity : 

I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpose merriment. * But fare you well : 

I have some business. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest : 

But we will visit you at supper-time. {Exeunt 


Scene III. The same. A roo 7 a in Shylogk’s iuoase. 

Enter Jessica and Launcelot. 

Jes. I’m sorry thou wilt leave my father so : 

Our house is hell ; and thou, a merry devil, 

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness. 

But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee : 

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 


(^) miscoTistm^d} Here the old eds. have “inisconstred^ and 
eonsterd : ami in my Remarks o?i Mr. Collier's and Mr. KmgMs eds. of 
Sfiahespeare, p. 54 I rather rashly expressed an opinion that no change 
ahonid be made where that form of the word occurred. I now see that 
an editor ought, as far as he can, to preserve uniformity of spelling. — In 
Jviim C(Bsar,i^QtY. sc, 3, the folio has “Alas, thou hast mucomtmed 
euery thing and again, in the First Fart of Fennj IV. act v. so. 2, 
So much misconstrued in his wantonnesse/- 
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Lorei^zo, who is thy new master’s guek : 

Give him this letter ; do it secretly ; — 

And so farewell : I would not have^my father 
See me in talk with thee. 

Zaun, Adieu ; tears exhibit my tongue. Most beftiitiful 
pagan, most sweet Jew ’ if a -Christian did not play th^ 
knave and get thee, I am much deceived. But adieu: 
these foolish drops do somewhat drown my manly spirit: 
adieu. 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. — [Exit Launcelot. 

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me 
Fo be asham’d to be my father’s child ^ 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners, 0 Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife, — 

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife ! {ErAt 


ScBNE IV. The same. A street . 

Enter Gbatiano, Lorenzo. vSalarino, mid Sotanio. 

Lot, Nay, we w^ill slink away in supper-time, 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Q^ra. We have not made good preparation. 

Solar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers.^^^^ 
Solan. ’Tis vile, unless "It may be quaintly order’d, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor. ’Tis now but four o’clock : we have two hours 
To furnish us. 


(^) %f a Christian did not play the Both the quartos and Uie 

folio have -- — <Ioe not pla%^^ &c., — a luifttake corrected in the second 
folio 

We have 7iot spoke m yet of torck-heareTs.'] Ib exApained to mean 
We ha?e not yet bespoke us torch-bearers.” — Until tins can be shwn 
to be English, I would read, with Pope [with folio 1685], ^ We have not 
spoke as yet/ &c.” Walker^s Grit. Emm , &c., vol. iii. p. 53. 
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Enter Launcblot, with a letter. 

FrienA Launcelot, wliat's the news ^ 

Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, it shall 
seem to signify. 

Lor. I know the hand : in faith, 'tis a fair hand 
An#! whiter than the paper that^^®^ it writ on 
Is the fair hand tliat writ. 

Gm. Love-news, in faith. 

Lmm. By your leave, sir. 

Lot. Whither' goest thou ? 

Lwiin Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew to sup 
to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor Hold liere, take this [gives money] : — tell gentle 
Jessica 

I'wiU not fail her; — speak it privately ; 

<3-0, — Gentlemen, [Exit LauncAot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? 

I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Scdar. Aj^ marry, 111 be gone about it straight. 

Solan. And so will I. 

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano 

At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. Tis good we do so. [Exeunt Sala/}\ and Solan. 
Gra Was not that letter from fair Jessica ? 

Zo 7 \ I must needs tell thee all. She hath directed 
How J, shall take her from her father’s house ; 

What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with ; 

What page’s suit she hath in reaSiness. 

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake : 

And never dare» misfortune cross her loot, 

Unless she do it under this excuse, — 

That she is issue to a faithless Jew 

fJome, go with me : peruse this as thou goest : 

Fair Jessfc* shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt. 

(-’^) that] Without this addition, which is Hanmer’s, the accent (as 
Mr. W. N. Lettsom observes) would be placed wrong in tlie line 
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SCENB V. Tlie same. Before Shylock’s house 
Enter Shylook and Laxjncelot. 

Shy, Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy judge. 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio : — 

What, Jessica ! — thou shalt not gormandize, 

As thou hast done with me ; — what, Jessica !— 

And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 

Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Laun. Why, Jessica ! 

' Shy. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 

LoAtn. Your worship was wont to tell me I could do 
nothing without bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jes. Call you ? what is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica: 

There are my keys. — But wherefore should I go ? 

I am not bid for lore ; they flatter me : 

But yet m go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my girl, 

Look to my house, — I am right loth to go : 

There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest, 

Bor I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go : my young master doth 
expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conspired together, — I will not say 
you shall see a masque ; but if you do, then it was not for 
nothing that my nose fell a-bleeding on Black-Monday last 
at S3X o'clock 1 ' the morning, falling out that year on Ash- 
Wednesday was four* year in the afternoon. 

Shy. What, are there masques ? — Hear you me, Jessm: 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 

And the vile squealing of the wry-neck'd fife, 

Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

IsTor thrust your head into the public street, 



SCKNE V.] THE MJERCHANT OF FENICE, r>h 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces ; 

But stop my house’s ears, — I mean my casements : 

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob’s staff, I swear 
I have* no mind of feasting forth to-night: 

But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah ; 

Say I will come. 

IJiiun. I will go before, sir. — 

Mistress, look out at window for all this ; 

There will come a Christian by 
Will be worth a Jewess’ eye/^®^ [Exit 

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s ofispring, ha ? 

Jes. His words were, Farewell, mistress ; ” nothing 
else. 

Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder, 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild-cat : drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse. — Well, Jessica, go in: 

Perhaps I will return immediately : 

Do as I bid you ; shut doors after you : 

Fast bind, fast find, — 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind.^^^^ [Exit 

Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost, 

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit. 


{^) I will go before^ — ] Hanmer prints ^^Sir, I will go before F 
and Walker {Grit Exam., &c,, vol. iii p. 54) conjectures “ 111 go before 
you, sirf 

a Jewess^ eye?^ Here the old eds. have the spelling ^^JewesT^ which 
is retained by Mr. Grant White, who finds fault with the editors for 
printing ^ Jewess f — “none of them,” he says, having observed, or all 
having forgotten, that ‘Jewm' is ^uite a modem word, ‘Jew’ having 
been applied of old to Hebrews of both sexes. - Not “ quite a modern 
word,” surely : “ Felix came with his wife Drusilla, which was a Jewess f 
Acts xxiv. 24(Tyndale’s Bible 1525 or 1526 having there the spelling 
“ the Bible of 1599 and the BMe of 1629 the spelling ‘‘ lewmef 
—not to mention other Bibles). 

"^Fast hind, fmt find , — 

A proverb never stale in thrifty wwd] 

Concerning this sort of couplet see note 57 on Measure for Measure. 
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Enter Geatiano and Salarino, masqued. 

Gra. This is the pent-house undpr which Lorenzo 

Desir’d us to make stand. 

galar. His hour is almost past. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 

For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Solar. 0, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new-made than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

Gra. That ever holds : who riseth from a feast 
With that keen appetite that he sits down * 

Where is the horse that doth uutread again 
His tedious measures with th unbated tire 
That he did pace them first ? All thinp that are, 

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy d. 

How like a younker^®^^ or a prodigal 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind! 

How like a prodigal doth she return. 

With over-weather’d ribs, and ragged sails. 

Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind ! 

Solar. Here comes Lorenzo more of this hereafter. 


Bnter Lobejnzo. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode ; 
Hot I, but my affairs, have made you wait : 

When you shall please tg play the thieves for 
i’ll watch as long for you then. — Come, approach ; 

Here dwells my father J ew. — ^Ho ! who’s within . 


Enter Jbssioa, above, in hoy's amhes. 

Jes. Who are you ? Tell me. for more certainty. 
Albeit I’ll swear that I do know your tongue. 


vomhei] The old eds. have “younger. ’ 
y Jin.-knte, approach;] The is a modem addition.- 

^ Eitsoxi would read Come then, approach 
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Lor, Lorenzo, and tby love. _ 

Jes, Lorenzo, pertain ; and my love, indeed, — 

If or who love I .so much ? And now who knows 
But you,^ Lorenzo, whether I am yours ^ 

Xor.-tHeaven and thy thoughts are witness that thou 
art 

des. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains. 

I'm |lad 'tis night, you do not look on me, ' 

For I am much asham'd of my exchange : 

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lo9\ Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 

Jes, What, must I hold a candle to my shames ? 

They in themselves, good sooth, are too-too light. 

Why, 'tis an office of discovery, love ; 

And I should be obscur'd. 

Lor, So are you, sweet. 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once ; 

For the close night doth play the runaway. 

And we are stay'd for at Bassanio's feast. 

Jes, I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. , 

above. 

Gra. How, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 

Lor. Beshrew me but I love her heartily ; 

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true ; 

And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself ; 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 

Shall she be plac'6d"'in my constant soul 


Elder Jessica, below. 

What, art tB&u come ? — On, gentlemen ; away ! 

Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 

[Exit with Jessica and Salarino, 
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Enter Aktonio. 

Ant. Wlio’s there ? 

Ora. Signior Antonio ! 

Ant. Fie, fie, Gratiano ! ■where are all the rest ? 

’Tis nine o’clock ; our friends all stay for you. , 

No masque to-night : the -wind is come about ; 

Bassanio presently ■will go aboard : 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 

Ora. I’m glad on’t : I desire no more delight 
Than to he under sail and gone to-night. \Ex6imt. 


Scene VI. Belmont. A room in Portia’s hou.se. 

Flourish of cornets. Enter Portia, with the Prince of Morocco, 
and their Trains. 

For. Go draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince. — 

Now make your choice. 

Mor. The first, of gold, which^®*^ this inscription beam, — 
" Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire ; " 

The second, silver, which this promise carries, — 

“ Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves j 
This third, dull lead, with warning aU as blunt,— 

“ Who chooseth me must give and hazard aU he hath.” — 
How shall I know if I do choose the right ? 

Pot. The one of them contains my picture, prince : 

If you choose that, then P am yours withal. 

Mot. Some god direct my judgment ! Iittt me see ; 

I will survey th’ inscriptions back again. 

What says this leaden casket ? 

“ Who chooseth me must give and hazard aU he hath.” 

Must give, — for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 

This casket threatens : men that hazard, all 
Do it in hope of fair advantages ; 

(5q whidhl The old eds. have “ who,”— an error plainly occasioned 
by the “ ’TOo’s ” which follow : and compare the third line of the speech. 
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A. golden mind stoops 5|iot to shows of dross , 

111 then nor give nor hazard aught for lead. 

What says the silver, with her virgin hue ? 

“ Who ohooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.’' 
As miiph as he deserves 1 — Pause there, Morocco, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 
ff fthou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Ihon dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 
May not extend so far as to the lady : 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving. 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve 1 — Why, that’s the lady : 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here ? — 

Let’s see once more this saying grav’d in gold : 

Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.” 
Why, that’s the lady ; all the world desires her ; 

From the four corners of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal-breathing saint : 

Th’ Hyrcanian deserts and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia are as thoroughfares now 
For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come, 

As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture 
Is’t like that lead contains her ? ’Twere damnation 
To think s6 base a thought : it were too gross 
To rib her Cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall 1 think^hf silver she’s immur’d. 

Being ten times undervalu’d to tried gold ? 

O^inful thought ! Never so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 

A coin that* bears the figure of an angel 

Stltmp^d in gold, — but that’s insculp’d upon ; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 
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Lies ^11 within. — Deliver me the keyj 
Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 

Pot. There, take it, prince ; and if my form lie there, 
Then I am yonrs. opens ike golden casket 

Mot. 0 hell ! what have we here ? 

A carrion Death, within whose empty eye 

There is a written scroll 1 111 read the writing. {Bead^. 

“ All that glisters is not gold, — 

Often have yon heard that told : 

Many a man his life hath sold 
But my outside to behold : 

Gilded tombs do worms infold. 

Had you been as wise as bold, 

Young in limbs, in judgment old. 

Your answer had not been inscroil’d : 

Fare you well ; your suit is cold.’’ 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 

Then, farewell, heat ; and welcome, frost ! — 

Portia, adieu. I have too griev’d a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. 

[Edcit with his Train. Cornets. 
Pot. a gentle riddance. — Draw the curtains, go. — 

Let all of his complexion choose me so. [Exeunt 


Scene VII. Venice. A street 

Entei ' Saiaiuko and Soiakio. 

Salar. Why, man, I Bassanio under sail : 

With him is G-ratiano gone along ; 

And in their ship Tm sure Lorenzo is not. 

Gilded tornhs] So Johnson (and .Mr. Collier's M^. Corrector).— 
The old eds. have Gnilded timber,” Douce thinks that Johnson’s 
alteration might have been dispensed with” 1 and Mr. Staunton says, 
‘•If ‘timber ’is right, then the' redundant do is an interloper, and^we 
should read ‘Gilded timber worms infold.’” But “timber” is a sheer 
misprint Compare, in Chettle’s Tragedg of (but written 

much earlier), 

like guilded 

G<'‘odly without, within all rottenness.” Sig. D 4 , 
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Solan. Tlie villaM /ew with outcries rais’d the duke; 
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship. 

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail 
But th&e the duke was given to understand 
That Ml a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica: 

Besides, Antonio certified the duke 
Th% were not with Bassanio in his ship. 

Solan. I never heard a passion so confus’d, 

So strange-outrageous, and so variable, 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets: 

“ My daughter ! — 0 my ducats 1 — 0 my daughter ^ 

Fled with a Christian ! — 0 my Christian ducats ! — 

J ustice ! the law ! my ducats, and my daughter ! 

A sealM bag, two sealed bags of ducats. 

Of double ducats, stol’n from me by my daughter ^ 

And jewels, — two stones, two rich and precious stones, 
Stol’n by my daughter ! — Justice ! find the girl 1 
" She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats ! ” 

Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 

Crying, — his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Solan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 

Or he shall pay for this. 

Salar. Marry, well remembei’d. 

I reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday. 

Who told me, — ^in the narrow seas that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country richly fraught : 

I thought upon Antonio when he told me ; 

And wish’d in sfience that it were not his. 

Solan. You were best to tell Antonio what you hear ; 

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 

Bs6sanio told him he would make some speed 
Of his return : ha answer’d, “ Do not so, — 

( And jewels, — two stones^ two rich and precious stones, J Some of 
the editors omit the second “ Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives 

And jewels, too, — two rich and precious stones.^* 
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Sl-u'bl)er not business for my sake, Balsanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time ; 

And for the J ew’s bond which he h^th of me,' 

Let it not enter in yonr mind of love : 

Be merry ; and employ yonr chiefest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostents of love 
As shall conveniently become you there : ’’ 

And even then,^®*^^ his eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio's hand ; and so they parted. 

Solan. I think he only loves the world for him, 

I pray thee, let us go and find him out, 

And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other. 

Salan Do we so. ' {Exeunt 


Scene VIII. Belmont A room in Poetia's house. 

Enter Nbeissa with a Servant. 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee ; draw the curtain straight : 
The Prince of Axragon hath ta’en his oath, 

And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of cormts. Enter the Prince of Arragon, Poetia, 
and their Trains. 

Pot. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince 
If you choose that wherein I am contain'd, 

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz'd: 

Biirt if you fail, without more speech, my brd, 

You must be gone from hence immediately. 

At. 1 am enjoin'd by oath t' observe three things : — ^ 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket 'twas I chose; next, if I fail 

{p) thenil The old eds. have ‘‘ there” (repeated by mistake from the 
pieceding line). 
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Of the right casket, -Tiever in my life 
To woo a maid in of marriage ; lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

P^r To these injunctions every one doth swear 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have I address’d me. Fortune now 
T& my heart’s hop_e ! — Gold, silver, and base lead. 

"‘Who ehooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” ’ 

You shall look fairer, ere'I give or hazard. 

What says the golden chest ? ha ! let me see ; 

■“ Who ehooseth me shall gain what many men desire.” 

What many men desire ! — that many may be meant 
Gy the fool multitude, that choose by show, 

Hot learning more than the fond eye doth teach; 

Which pries not to th’ interior, but, like the martlet, 

Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and road of casualty. 

I will not choose what many men desire. 

Because I will not jump with common spirits. 

And rank me with the barbarous multitude.^®®! 

then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ; 

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 

Who ehooseth me shall get as much as he deserves ; ” 

And wen said too ; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 

■O, that estates, degrees, and ofi&qgs. 

Were not deriv’d corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer ! 

How many then should cover that stand bare ! 

How many be commanded that command ! 

How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
Fjorn the true seed of honour! and how much honour 
Pick d from the chaff and ruin of the times. 

But compare th* 
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To b§ new-varnisli’d ! Well, but to choice : 

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.” 

I will assume desert. — Give me a key for this/^®^ 

And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

\^Ee opens the silmr r^asheL 

PoT.> Too long a pause for that which you find there. 

At, What’s here ^ the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule ! I will read it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ! 

How much unlike my hopes and my deservings ! 

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.” 
Did I deserve no more than a fool’s head ^ 

Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ^ 

For, T offend, and judge, are distinct oflGices, 

And of opposed natures. 

At. What is here ? 

\Read^ The fire seven times tried this : 

Seven times tried that judgment is, 

That did never choose amiss. 

Some there be that shadows kiss ; 

Such have but a shadow^s bliss. 

There be fools alive, I wis, 

Silver’d o’er ; and so was this. 

Take, what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your head : 

So be gone, sir ; you are sped.” 

Still more fool I shall appear 
By the time I linger here : 

With one foolV head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. — 

Sweet, adieu. ITl keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth. IFxit with Ms Train. 


( 3 ®) for this^l Hanmer, Bitson, and Steevens were, I believe, right in 
regarding these words as an interpolation. ^ 

ge^ The old eds., by a mistake of the scribe or printer, read 
‘‘ haue : ” see this Hue twice above in this and the prec^dmg page, and 
pp. 366, 367. 

W sir /] Added in the second folio. Unnecessarily,” says BosWelL 
— ‘*The editor of that copy not understanding the metrical system 
followed by the author,” says Mr. Halliwell) 
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Pot. Thus hath th candle singe’d the moth. 
O, these deliberate fools I when they do choose, 
They hare the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

Ner'^ The ancient saying is no heresy, — 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 

Pot. Come, draw the curtain, hTerissa. 


Enter a Servant. 

Bm. Where is my lady ? 

Pot. Here : what would my lord 

Bern. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify th’ approaching of his lord ; 

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets 
To wit, besides commends and courteous breath, 

Gifts of rich value. Yet I have not seen 
So likely an ambassador of love : 

A day in April never came so sweet. 

To show how costly summer was at hand. 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

Pot. Ho more, I pray thee : I am half afeard 
ThouTt say anon he is some kin to thee, 

Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising him. — 

'Come, come, Herissa ; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post that comes so mannerly. 

Ntr. Bassanio, Lord Love, if thy will it be 1 \Exm( 4 . 

( 42 ) gerv. Wkzre, is my lady ? 

Per. ' Mare : wkat would my lord f] 

This reply of Portia (which led Mr. Collier to suppose that she must be 
speaking to a perso^of^rank) is nothing more than a sportive rejoinder 
to the abrupt exclamation of the Servant (called Messenger” in the old 
eds.). For various similar passages I refer the reader to my Remarks 
on Mr. Collier^ s and Mr. KmgMs eds. of Shakespeare, p, 55, and my Pew 
M^eSy <&c., p. 64. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. Venice, A street 
Enter Solanio and Salarino. 

Solan, Now, what news on the Eialto ? 

Salar, Why, yet it lives there unchecked, that Antonia 
hath a ship of rich lading wrecked on the narrow seas ; the 
Goodwins, I.think they call the place; a very dangerous flat 
and fatal, where the carcasses of many a taU ship lie buried, 
as they say, if my gossip Report be an honest woman of her 
word. 

Solan, I would she were as lying a gossip in that as ever 
knapped ginger, or made her neighbours beheve she wept for 
the death of a third husband. But it is true, — without any 
slips of prolixity, or crossing the plain highway of talk, — that 

the good Antonio, the honest Antonio, 0, that I had a 

title good enough to keep his name company 1 — 

Salar, Come, the full stop. 

Solan. Ha, — what sayest thou ? — Why, the end is, he 
hath lost a ship. 

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his losses. 

Solan, Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil cross my 
prayer, — for here he comes in the likeness of a Jew. 

Ent&r Shylook. 

How now, Shylock ! what news among the merchants ? 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as you, or nay 
daughter’s flight. 

Salar. That’s certain : I, for my part, knew the tailor that ‘ 
made the wings she flew withal. 

Solan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird ^as 
fledged; and then it is the complexion of themj.ll to leave 
the dam. 

Shy. She is damned for it. 

Salwr, That’s certain, if the devil may be her judge. 
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Shy. My own flesl and blood to rebel 1 

Solan.^ Out upon it, old carrion 1 rebels it at these years ? 

Shy. I say my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Salar. There is more difference between thy flesh and hers 
than between jet and ivory ; more between your bloods than 
there is between red wine and rhenish.~But tell us, do you 
hear whether Antonio have had any loss at sea or no ^ 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bankrupt, a 
prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the Eialto ; — a 
beggar, that was used to come so smug upon the mart ; — let 
him look to his bond : he was wont to call me usurer ; — let 
him look to his bond : he was wont to lend money for a 
Christian courtesy ; — let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take 
his flesh : what's that good for ? ^ 

Shy. To bait fish withal : if it will feed nothing else, it 
will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and hindered 
me half a million; laughed at my losses, mocked at my 
gains, scorned my nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my' 
friends, heated mine enemies ; and what's his reason ? I am 
a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes ^ hath not a Jew hands, organs, 
dimensions, senses, affections, passions ? fed with the same 
food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the same dis- 
eases, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled by the 
same winter and summer, as a Christian is ? If you prick us, 
do we not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you 
poison us, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, shall we not 
revenge ? if we are like you in the rest, we will resemble you 
in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humility? 
revenge : if a Christian wrong a Jew, what should his suffer- 
ance be by Christian example ? why, revenge. ' The villany 
you teach me, I jpjll execute ; and it shall go hard but I will 
better the instruction. 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser^. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his house, and 
desires to speak with" you both. 

Salar. We have been up and down to seek him. 
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Sohn. Here comes another of the /tribe: a third cannot 
be matched, nnless the devil himself turn Jew. 

[Exeunt Solan., Salar and Servant. 

Enter Tubal. 

Shy How now, Tubal ! what news &om Genoa ? hast' 
thou found my daughter ? 

Tul. I- often came where I^did hear of her, but cannot 
find her. 

Shy. Why, there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone 
cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! The curse never 
feU upon our nation tdl now; I never felt it tiU now:— two 
thousand ducats in that; and other precious, precious jewels. 

- I would my daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels 
m her ear ! would she were hearsed at my foot, and the 
ducats in her coffin ! No news of them ? — Why, so :— and 
I know not what’s spent in the search : why, then,^^®^ loss 
upon loss ! the thief gone with so much, and so much to 
find the thief; and no satisfaction, no revenge: nor no ill 
luck stirring but what Hghts o’ my shoulders; no sighs but 
0 my breathing ; no tears but o’ my shedding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too :“Antonio, as I 
lieard in Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tub. Hath an argosy cast away, coming ftom Tripolis 

Shy I- thank God, I thank God !— Is it true, is it true ? 

T^. I spoke with some of the saUors that escaped the 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal : — good news, good news ! 
ha, ha ! — where ? in Genoa ? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, one 
night fourscore ducats. 

^y. Thou stickest a dagger in me :— I shaU never see my 
gold again : fourscore ducats at a sitting ! fourscore ducats ' 

Tub. There came divei-s of Antonio’s creditors in my ooml 
pany to Yenice, that swear he cannot choose bij.t break. 
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Shy. I am very gli 1 of it ; — I'll plague him ; 111 torture 
him t — I am glad of it. 

Tul. One of them showed me a ring that he had of your 
daughter for a monkey. 

Sh^. Out upon her 1 Thou torturest me, Tubal : it was 
my turq[uoise ; I had it of Leah when I was a bachelor : I 
w^uld not have given it for a wilderness of'monkeys. 

Tul. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that’s very true. Go, Tubal, fee 
me an officer ; bespeak him a fortnight before. I will have 
the heart of him, if he forfeit; for, were he out of Venice, 
I can make what merchandise I will. Go, Tubal, and meet 
me at our synagogue ; go, good Tubal ; at our synagogue, 
Tubal. {Exeunt 


Scene TI. Belmont A room in Portia's house. 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa, and Attendants. 

For. I pray you, tarry : pause a day or two 
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong, 

I lose your company : therefore, forbear awhile. 

There's something tells me — but it is not love — 

I would not lose yoxx , and you know yourself, 

Hate counsels not in such a quality. 

But lest you should not understand me well, — 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, — 

I would detain you here some month or two 
Before you venture for me. I^ould teach you 
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be : so may you miss me ; 

But if you do, jou'U make me wish a sin, 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 

They have o'erlookM me, and 'divided me ; 

\3ne half of me 3 s yours, th' other half yours, — 

Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours, 

^nd so all 'yours ! 0, these naughty times 

Put bars between the owners and their rights ! 

And so, though yours, not yours, — Prove it so. 
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To a new-crownM jnonarch : such it is 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s ear, 

And summon him to inarriage. — Now he goes, 

With^no less presence, but with much more love, 

^Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To^the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice ; 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, - 
With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of th’ exploit. Go, Hercules ! 

Live thou, I live : — with much-much more dismay 
I view the fight than thou that mak’st the fray. 

Music, and the following Song, whilst Bassanio comments 
on the casJcets to himself 

Tell me where is fancy bred, 

Or in the heart or in the head ? 

How begot, how nourishfed ^ 

Eeply, reply. 

It is engender'd m the eyes, 

With gazing fed ; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all rmg fancy's knell ; 

ITL begin it, — ^Ding, dong, bell. 

All Ding, dong, bell. 

Bass, So may the outward shows be least themselves : 
The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted an^ Corrupt, 

But, being season’d with a gracious voice, 

Obscures the show of evil ? In religion, 

What damnM error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 

There is no vice^^^^ so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts : 

How manf* cowards, whose arts are all as false 

if) mce\ So the second folio. — The earlier eds. have voice.” 
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As stairs of sand, wear yet upon tlieir phms 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ; 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk; 

And these assume but valour’s excrement 
To render them redoubted 1 Look on beauty, 

And you shall see ’tis purchas’d by the weight ; 

AVhich therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lightest that wear most of it ; 

So are those crisped snaky golden locks, 

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, 

Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head, 

The skull that bred them in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guil^d shore 

To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
T’ entrap the wisest/^®^ Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 

Thus ornament %s hut the guilM shore 

To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times fut on 
T^ entrap the wisest’] 

^‘Here,” says Steevens, ^^^guiUd shore ^ means Hreackerous shore.' 
Shakespeare, in this instance as m many others, confounds the parti- 
ciples. ‘ Guiled’ stands for ^guilingd” — Walker {Grit Bssam,^ &c,, voL 
1. p. 291) “suspects ^ gulled ^ though he compares 

“ To me came Tarquin arm^d ; so leguiVd 
With outward honesty,'’ &c. Shakespeare's Lucrece, 

and 

“ Kais’d for their dovMe-guiVd deserts, 

Before integrity ana parts.” 

Butler’s Satire on the Weakness and Misery of Man, 

— Since the first edition of the present work a-^peared, I met with the 
following passage in Jasper Heywood’s translation of Seneca's Hercules 
Fwrerm (Chorus at the end of Act i,), * 

“ He leaning ouer hollow rocke doth lye, 

And either his hegiled hoolces doth bayte,” dtc. ; 

which passage I thought would illustrate and support the expression 
^^guikd shore f till, on turning to the Latin original, I found that I was 
altogether mistaken : — ^the words of Seneca are, ^ 

“ Aut deceptos instruit hamosf 

and doubtless mean, as Farnahy explains them, “ Esca reparat hamos, 
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Hard food for Midas, I will none of tliee ; 

'Not none of thee, thorn stale and common drudge^^^^ 

"Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead, 

Which* rather threatenfest than dost promise aught, 

Thy paleness moves me more than eloquence , 

And here choose I : — ^joy be the consequence ! 

Pot. How all the other passions fleet to air, — 

-doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac’d despair 
And shuddering fear, and green-ey’d jealousy 1 

0 love, be moderate ; allay thy ecstasy , 

In measure rain thy joy ; scant this excess ^ 

1 feel too much thy blessing : make it less, 

For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass. What find I here 

\Opemng the leaden caslcet. 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ! What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 


prion a piscibus erepta.” — In the second folio ^^guikd shore’^ is altered 
to “guilded (i.e. gilded) shore which. Kowe and some others adopted. 
Mr. W. Lettsom, too (note on Walker’s Cr%t. Exam.., &c., nbi supra), 
**has little doubt that the poet was thinking of Ealeigh’s ^ Discovery of 
Guiana/ and wrote ^guilded.’ ” — Mr. Colliers Ms. Corrector makes the 
following change in the punctuation ; 

Thus ornament is but the guil8d shore 
To a most dangerous sea, the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian : beauty, in a word, 

' The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
T’ entrap the wisest ; ” — 

a change which is also found in an edition of Shakespeare published by 
Scott and Webster in 1830. But it may be dismissed at once as erro- 
neous, because it utterly subverts the ;jrhole construction of the passage ; 
and, as Mr. Grant White observes, ^^miament^ not beauty, is the subject 
of Bassanio’s reflection.” — The word ‘‘ beauty p in which the difficulty 
lies, is evidently a misprint caught from the ^ceding “ heauteousJ ^ — 
Hanmer printed “ctw Indian dowdy”! — ^and walker {uhi supra) con- 
jectures “ati IndimS^W” 

W thou stale ^ and common drudge] Farmer’s emendation. — The old 
eds. have ^Hhou pale andp <&c. (The words ^^stale^^ and ” are 
:&equently confounded by early transcribers and printers.) 

{^) paleness] Warburton reads “plainness.” 

For fear 1 surfeit ! 

* Bass. Wk at find I here ?] 

Mr. W. N. Lettsom would read “ For fear I surfeit on’t ! ” — CapeH 
printed “ Ha * what find I here T’ 
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Or riding on the balls of mine; 

Seem they in motion ? Here are sevi/r’d lips, 

Parted with sugar-breath so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh P entrap the hearts of men, 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes, — 

How could he see to do them ? having made one, 

Metliinks it should have power to steal both his, 

And leave itself unfurnish'd.^^^^ Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
111 underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. Here^s the scroll. 

The continent and summary of my fortune. 

\Reads\ “ You that choose not by the view, 

Chance as fair, and choose as true 1 
Since this fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and seek no new 
If you he well pleas’d witli this. 

And hold your fortune for your bliss, 

Tmn you where your lady is, 

And claim her with a loving kiss.” 

A gentle scroll. — Fair lady, by your leave ; {Kissing her^ 
I come by note, to give and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people’s eyes, 

Hearing applause and universal shout. 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 

So, thrice-fair lady, stand I, even so ; 

W sugar-lrmthA Pope reads “ sugar’d breath.” 

And learn itself %nfnrnuUd.'\ ix, and leave unprovided with^ 
a companion or fellow. That such is the meaning of ** unfurnished. ” in' 
the present passage Harnner saw long ago ; and Mason supports it by 
quoting from Fletcher’s Loneri Frogress, 

“You axe a noble gentleman. 

Will ’t please you bring a Mend ? we are two of uSj^ 

And pity either, sir, should be unfurnishW^ A.ct ii sc. i. 

— ^W alker, however, would read, with Bowe, “ leave ^^5e^uuhnish’d.’^ 

€rit ^0., vol. iii. p. 55. 
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As doubtful whether what I see be true, 

Until confirm'd, sign'l, ratified by you. 

For. You see me. Lord Bassanio, where I stand, 

Such ^s I am : though* for myself alone 
I wojald not be ambitious in my wish. 

To wish myself much better ; yet for you 
i would be trebled twenty times myself ; 
i?^4housand times more fair, ten thousand times more 
rich ; 

That, only to stand high in your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends. 

Exceed account ; but the full sum of me 
Is sum of nothing ; which, to term in gross, 

Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd : 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn ; then happier in this,^®^^ 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 

Happiest of all, in^®^^ that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 

Myself and what is mine to you and yours 
Is now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o'er myself ; and even now, but now, 

This house, these servants, and this same myself, 

Are yours, my lord : I give them with this ring ; 

Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 

Let it presage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim ^n you. 

£ass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words. 

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins : 

And there is such confusion in my powers, 

As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a belovM prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 


^ happier in this^ The old eds. have happier then'^^ and 

happier then %nJ^ 

(s*) in] So Mr. OoUier’s Ms, Corrector, — The old eds. have “ is. 
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Whete every something, being blent together, 

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of jc|^, 

Express'd and not express'd But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts lifei from hence : 

0, then be bold to say Bassanio's dead ! 

Ner, My lord and lady, it is now our time, 

That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper. 

To cry, good joy: — good joy, my lord and lady! 

Ghra. My Lord Bassanio and my gentle lady, 

I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 

Eor I am sure you can wish none from me : 

And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you. 

Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass, With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife. 

Gra. I thank your lordship, you have got me one. 

My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours ; 

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 

You lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermission 

"No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 

Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls ; 

For wooing here, until I swet again, 

And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oaths of love, at last, — if promise last, — 

I got a promise of this fair one here, 

To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achiev'd her mistress. 

For, Is this true, hTerissa ? 

Ber. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal. 

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ^ 

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. 

Bass. Our feast shall be much hondWd in your mar- 
riage. 

Gra. We'll play with' them the first boy for a thousaj^d 
ducats. 

Wer. What, and stake down? 

Gra. STo; we shall ne'er win at that sport, and stake 
downu — 
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But wlao comes hece ? Lorenzo and his infidel ? 

Wliat, and my olcl Yeretian friend Solanio 

Enter LoebiIzo, Jessica, and Solanio. 

Lorenzo and Solanio, welcome hither ; 

Jf that the youth of my new interest here 
H|ye power to bid you welcome. — By your iea.ve, 

I bid my very friends and countrymen. 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Bor, So do I, my lord; 

They are entirely welcome 

Lor. I thank your honour. — For my part, my lord, 

My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 

But meeting with Solanio by the way. 

He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 

To come with him along. 

Sola?i, 1 did, my lord r 

(^) What, and my old Vmetian friend Solanio Here, and through- 
out the scene, the old eds. have ‘^Salerio;^’ for wliich-Eowe substituted 
‘‘Salanio and the latter name kept its place in the text till Capell 
restored Salerio ; ” which was once more displaced for “ Solanio ” by 
Mr. Knight ; with whom I agree in regarding “ Salerio ” as a decided 
error, — and in thinking it altogether unlikely that Shakespeare would, 
without necessity and in violation of dramatic propriety, introduce a 
new character, ‘‘ Salerio,'' in addition to Solanio and Salarino. (Be it 
observed that in the old copies there is much confusion with respect to 
these names , we find Salanio, Solanio, Salino, Salarino, Slarino.) “ In 
the first scene ot this acV' — I quote the words of Mr. Knight, — the 
servant of Antonio thus addresses Solanio and Salarino : ‘ Gentlemen, 
my master Antonio is at his house, and desires to speak with you both.' 
To the unfortunate Antonio, then, these friends repair. What can be 
more natural than that, after the confereijpe, the one should he dispatched 
to Bassanio, and the other remain with him whose ‘ creditors grow cruel' ? 
We accordingly find, in the third scene of this act, that one of them 
accompanies Antonio when he is in custody of the gaoler.” The name 
of the friend who remains at Venice is rightly given in Eoberts's quarto 
(see note 61) Salarmw ,'^ — a name which, it is hardly necessary to §dd, 
will not suit the metie in the present scene. — The Cambridge Editors 
find fault with me for not keeping here Salerio ; ” which I the less 
wogder at, considering the many errors of transcribers and printers re- 
tained by them throughout their 'edition ; for instance, "in the opening 
scene of MiioJi Ado about Nothing they give, with the early copies, “ Leon, 
I learn in this letter that Don Peter of Arragon comes this night to 
Messina. ... I find here that Don Pet&i' hath bestowed much honour 
on a young Florentine called Claudio. Mess, Much deserved on his 
part, and equally remembered by Don Pedro, 

VOL. 11. “ 2 B 
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And^I have reason for't. Signior Antonio 

Commends Mm to yon. [frwes Bassanio a letter, 

Bass, Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray yon, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Solan. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind ; 

Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 

Will show you his estate. {^Bass reads the 

Gra, Nerissa, cheer yond stranger ; bid her welcome 
Your hand, Solanio : what's the news from Venice ? 

How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 

I know he will be glad of our success ; 

We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Solan, I would you had won the fleece that he hath 
lost! 

Pot. There are some shrewd contents in yond same paper, 
That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek : 

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world 

Could turn so much the constitution 

Of any constant man. What, worse and worse I — 

With leave, Bassanio ; I am half yourself, 

And I must have^^^^ the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 

Boess. " 0 sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant' st words 
That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady, 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you alt the wealth I had 
Ean in my veins, — I was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady, 

Eating myself at nothing, "you shall see 
How much I was a braggart. When I told 
My state was notMng, I should then have told you 
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 

I have engag'd myself to a dear friend. 

Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy, 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady, — 

(p) must have] The old eds. have must freely hmie,'"- -Pope rightly 
omits freely ” (winchj as Mr. W. N. Lettsom observes to me, seenfs to 
have crept in here ftom the fifth line below). 
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The paper the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound, 

Issuing life-blood. — But is it true, Solanio ? 

Have all his ventures fi,il’d ? What, not one hit ? 

From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India ? 
d'Ud not one vessel scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks ? 

Solan: Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the J ew. 

He would not take it Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 

So keen and greedy to confound a man ; 

He plies the duke at morning and at night ; 

And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 

If they deny him justice : twenty merchants, 

The duke himself, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him : 

But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him swear, 

To Tubal and to Chus, his countrymen, 

That he would rather have Antonio^s flesh 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord. 

If law, authority, and power deny not. 

It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

Pot. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble ? 

B<m. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 

The best-conditioned and unwearied spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Eonmn honour more appears 

F®) Altered hy Pope to is.” But I prefer the old reading. 
Tkehest-eond%tto 7 i’d and unwearied sp%rii] Unwearied/ says 
Mr. Hun ter, ^‘should evidently be ‘ unweaneersv — which Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector gtves.^ But ‘‘ tMs usage, whereby the latter of two super- 
lal^ives copulated with and is changed mto a positive, is frequent dn 
Shakespeare and his contemporaries. See Walker^s Grit Emm,^ 
vol. i p. 221. 
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Thaii'^any that draws breath in Italy. 

Pot, What sum owes he the Jew ? . 

Pass For me three thousand ducats 

Pot. What, no more ? 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 

Double six thousand, and then treble that, 

Before a friend of this description^®®^ 

Shall lose a hair thorough Bassanio's fauk. 

First go with me to church and call me wife. 

And then away to Venice to your friend ; 

For never shall you lie by Portia’s side 
With an unquiet soul. You sliall have sold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over : 

When' it is paid, bring your true friend along. 

My maid Nerissa and myself meantime 
Will live as maids and widows. Come, awav 1 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer : 

Since you are dear-bought, I will love you dear. — 

But let me hear the letter of your friend 

Bass, \reads\ ‘‘Sweet Eassanio, my ships have all miscamed, 
my creditors grow cruel, my estate is very low, my bond to the 
Jew is forfeit; and since in paying it, it is impossible I should 
live, all debts are cleared between you and I, if I might but see 
you at my death. hTotwithstanding, use your pleasure: if your 
love do not persuade you to come, let not my letter.” 

Pot, 0 love, dispatch aU business, and be gone 1 
Bass, Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make haste : but, till I come again, 

No bed shall e’er be guiity of my stay, 

Nor rest be mterposer ’twixt us twain [JExeunt 

(*®), ® frimd of this deBcri^tion\ Walker {Orit^Exam , &c., vol. ii. p. 
234 ) suspects that “ should he “ his.” 
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Scene III. Venice. A street. 

Enter Shylock, Salarino/®^> Antonio, and Gaoler. 

Shy. Gaoler, look to him : — tell not me of mercy ; — 

Tj^s is the fool that lent out money gratis ; — 

Gadler, look to him. 

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock 

Shy. rU have my bond , speak not against my bond ; 

IVe sworn an oath that I will have my bond. 

Thou cairdst me dog before thou hadst a cause ; 

'But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 

The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder, 

Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond ^ 

To come abroad with him at his req^uest. 

Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shy. m have my bond ; I will not hear thee speak : 

111 have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 

Ill not be made a soft and dull-ey'd fool, 

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 

111 have no speaking : I will have my bond. [Exit. 

Solar. It is the most impenetrable cur 
That ever kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone : 

rii follow him no more with bootless prayers. 

Jfe seeks my life ; his reason well I know : 

1 oft deliver’d from his forfeitur#s 

Many that have at times made moan to me; 

Therefore he hates me. 

Salar. I am sure the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant The duke^®^^ can not deny the course of law 
Foi' the commodity that strangers have 

BArAEiHcr,] So Bobeiis’s quarto (and rightij, see note 56). — 
Heyes’s quarto Iuh Salerio ; ” the folio ** Solanio.” 

l%e duhe.^ &c.] The proper punctuation of this passage in very 
doubtful. 
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Wifcli US ia VeuLoe, if it be ^eiied ^ 

Will much impeach the justice of t , 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Gonsisteth of all nations. Therefore, go - 
These griefs and losses have so bated me 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-moxrow to my bloody creditor. 


Scene IV. Belmont. A room in Poetic’s lume. 
Enter Nehissa, Loeeuzo, Jessica, BAmHAZA^ 

lor Madam, although I speak it in yom- presence, 
have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appears ^ 

Tn hearing thus the absence ot your lord. 

How true a gentleman you send rehef, 

■KTm’ tihall not now ; for in companions 
That 1 converse and waste the time together, 
mose souls do bear an egal yoke of love. 

There must be needs a likp proportion 
S Laments, of manners, and of spmt _; 

makes me think that t^s Antonio, 

Being ihe bosom lover of my lord 
Must needs be like my lord. If it be so. 

How little is the coat I have b^tow d 

In purchasing the semblance of my soul 

Brorn out the state of helhsh 

This- comes toonear the Pf J.i- 

Therefore no mom of it : hear^o . o 

Lorenzo. I -commit into your han^ 
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The husbandry and manage of my house 
Until my lord's return : for mine own part, 

I have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow 
To live in prayer andtcontemplation, 

Onlj attended by ITerissa here. 

Until her husband and my lord's return: 

There is a monastery two miles off, 
tjid there we will abide. I do desire you 
Fot to deny this imposition : 

The which my love and some necessity 
Kow lays upon you. 

Lot - Madam, with all my heart ; 

-I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

Pot, My people do already know my imnd, 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of Lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fare you well, till we shall meet again. 

Zor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you 1 
Jes, I wish your ladyship all heart's content. 

Par, 1 thank you for your wish, and am well pleas'd 
To wish it back on you: fare you well, Jessica. 

[Mreu 7 it Jessica and Lorenzo. 

Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest-true. 

So let me find thee still. Take this same letter, 

And use thou all th' endeavour of a man 
In speed to Padua see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand, Doctor Bellario ; 

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee, 

Bring them, I pray thee, with fmagin'd speed 
Unto the tranect,^®^^ to the common ferry 
Which trades to "Venice. Waste no time in words, 

But get thee gen© : I shall be there before thee. 

Balth Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

(®®) Padua ;] Tbe old eds. have * Mantua.” 

(®*) This word is supposed to be derived from the Italian 

tmmre , — the passage-boat on the Bienta, at about -five nules from 
yenice, beiflg drawn out of the river, and lifted over a dam or sluice by 
a crane, ^ — ButKowe substituted *^traject” (from the Italian tragetto^ a 
feiTy), which is perhaps the right reading. 
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Pot. Come on, ISTerissa ; I have work in hand 
That yon yet know not of : well see f nr husbands 
Before they think of us. 

Ifer, Shall they see us ? 

Fo7\ They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit. 

That they shall think we are accomplished 
With that we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager, 

When we are both accoutred like young men, 

I’ll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 

And speak between the change of man and boy 
With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays, 

Like a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies, 

How honourable ladies sought my love, 

Which I denying, they fell sick and died, — 

I could not do withal ; — then 111 repent, 

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d them : 

And twenty of these puny lies 111 tell ; 

That men shall swear I’ve discontinu’d school 
Above a twelvemonth : — I’ve within my mind 
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 

Which I will practise. 

Ner. Why, shall we turn to men ^ 

Pot. Me, what a question’s that, 

If thou wort near a lewd interpreter ! 

But come, m teU thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park-gate ; and therefore haste away, 

For we. must measure twenty miles to-day. Exeunt 


SOENK V. The same A garden 
Enter Lauhoblot and Jessica. 

Laun. Yes, truly; for, look , you, the sins* tf •the father 
are to be laid upon the children : therefore, I promise you, 
I fear you. I was always plain with you, and so now I speak 
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my agitation of tlie matter : tlierefore be of good cbeen for, 
truly, I think you ar^ damned. There is but one hope in it 
that can do you any good , and that is but a kind of bastard 
hope neither. 

And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your father got 
you not, — that you are not the Jew’s daughter. 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed : so the 
sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Laun Truly, then, I fear you are damned both by father 
and mother : thus when I shun Scylla, your father, I fall into 
Chary bdis, your mother : well, you are gone both ways. 

Jes, I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath made me 
a Christian 

Lmm Truly, the more to blame he : we were Christians 
enow before ; e’en as many as could well live, one by another. 
This making of Christians will raise the price of hogs ; if we 
grow all to be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher 
on the coals for money 

Jes. I’ll tell my husband, Laimcelot, what you say : here 
he comes. 


Enter Loren:?o 

IjOt. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launcelot, if 
you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo * Launcelot and 
1 am out. He tells me flatly, there is no mercy for me in 
heaven, because I am a Jew’s daughter : and he says, you are 
no good member of the commonwealth ; for, in converting 
Jews to Christians, you raise the price of pork. 

Lot. I shall answer that better to the commonwealth than 
you can the getting up of the negro’s belly ; the ]M[oor is 
with child by you, Launcelot. 

Lcmh. It is much that the Moor should be more tbah 
reason: ^ut"^ if she be less than an honest woman, she is 
indeed morg, than I took her for. 

Lot. How every fool can play upon the word ! I think 
the best grace of wit mH shortly turn into silence, and dis- 
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course grow conamendable in none only but parrots. — Gro in^ 
sirrah; bid them prepare for dinner. ^ 

Laun, That is done, sir ; they have all stomachs. 

Loo\ Goodly^®^^ Lord, what a wit-<snapper are you'*! then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done too, sir ; only, cover is the word. 

Lot, Will you cover, then, sir ? 

Lmin. Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ! Wilt thou show 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an instant ? I pray thee, un- 
derstand a plain man in his plain meaning ; go to thy fellows, 
bid them cover the table, serve in the meat, and we will come 
in to dinner. 

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in ; for the meat,, 
sir, it shall be covered ; for your coming in to dinner, sir, why, 
let it be as humours and conceits shall govern. [Exit. 

Lor, 0 dear discretion, how his words are suited ! 

The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 

Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. — How cheer’st thou,' Jessica ? 

And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,- — 

How dost thou like the Lord Bassanio’s wife ? 

■ Je$. Past all expressing. It is very meet 
Tlie Lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 

For, having such a blessing in his lady. 

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 

And if on earth he do not merit it, 

In reason he should never come to heaven.^^®^ 

Oootllj/] Qy, «Good’^? 

(®®) And if on earth he do not merit it, 

In reason he should never come to hmvm.'] 

So Pope ,* and so Walker, except that he reads “Tis reason f 
Exam., <&c., vol. hi. p. no. (He evidently did not know tli|.t Pope had 
anticipated him in reading merit iV^) — Boberts^s quarto has 

A nd %/ on earth he doe nob meune tb, then^ 

Jn reason,^* &c. 

Heyes's quartt^ has 
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Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 

And on the wager la|- two earthly women, 

And “Portia one, there must he something else 
Pawn'*d with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hat^ not her fellow. 

Lot, Even such a/ husband 

‘Hast thou of me as she is for a wife. 

yJes, Hay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor, I will anon: first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes. Hay, let me praise you while I have a stomach. 

Lor, Ho, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk ; 

Then, howsoe'er thou speak’st, 'mong other things 
I shall digest it. 

Je$. Well, I’ll set you forth \EmunL 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Venice: A cov/rt of justice. 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Antonio, Bassanio, Gratiano, 
SoLANio, Salarino, and others. 

Duke, What, is Antonio here ? 

Ant. Eeady, so please your grace. 

Duke. Pm sorry for thee : thou art come to answer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
Prom any <kam of mercy. 

Ant. I hsfVe heard 

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate, 

And that no fewful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
patience to his fury ; and am arm’d 
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit, 

And if on earth he doe not meaiie it 
In reason f &c. ; 

and i30 the folio, except that it has Is reason f 



30 


THE MERCHANT OF FEN ICE. [act iv. 


The Very tyranny and rage of his. 

Dulce. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 

Solan, He’s ready at the door : he comes, my lord. 

Enter Shylock. 

Duke, Make room, and let him stand before our face. — 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 

That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then ’tis thought 
Thoult show thy mercy and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange-apparent cruelty ; 

And where thou now exact’st the penalty, — 

Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh. 

Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture, 

But, touch’d with human gentleness and love. 

Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 

That have of late so huddled on his back, 

Enow to press a royal merchant down, 

And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms and -rough hearts of flint, 

From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy. I have possess’d your grace of what I purpose ; 

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 

If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter and your city’s freedom. 

Ton’ll ask me, why I rathef' choose to have 
A weight of carrion-flesh than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I’ll not answer that; 

But say it is my humour : is it answer’d ?«' 

What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it ban’d I What, are you answer’d yet ? 

Some men there are love not a gaping pig ; 

loose the forfeiture^ i,e. release, remit the forfeiture. See Walker^s 
Crit, Emm.y &c., voL iii. p. 55. - 
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*Some, that are mad if they behold a cat ; 

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i* the nose, 
Cannot contain their nrine : for affection, 

Mistress of passion, swg,ys it to the mood 

Of what it likes or loathes/®®^ Now, for your answer: 

As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 

■Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

■WJay he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why he, a bollen bag-pipe, — but of force 


(*®) And others, when the hag-pi'pe sings ^ the nose, 

Cannot contain thevr urine : for afftction. 

Mistress of passion^ sways it to Ike mood 
Of what it likes or loathes."] 

The old eds. have 

And others, when the bagpipe sings ith nose. 

Cannot contains their mine for affection. 

Masters [and Maisters] of passion swayes it to the moode 

Of what it likes or loathes. 

I give the reading and punctuation recommended by Thirlby, who (not 
Waldron, as Steevens supposes) proposed Mistress of passion, &c. 

W a hollen hag-pipe , — j The old eds. have “ a woollen bag-pipe : ” — 
ana, says Mr. Knight, “ Douce, -yert/ properly desires to adhere to the old 
reading, having the testimony of Dr. Leyden in Ms edition of ‘ The Com- 
playiu of Scotland,' who informs us that the Lowland bag-pipe commonly 
had the bag or sack covered with woollen cloth of a green colour ; a prac- 
tice which, he adds, prevailed in the northern counties of England." 
But, in the first place, what ^VTiter ever used such an expression as a 
woollen bag-pip^ iu the sense of a bag-pipe covered with woollen cloth ? 
(Might he not, with almost equal propriety, talk of a woollen lute or a 
woollen fiddle f) And, in the second place, can any thing he more evident 
than that Shylock does not intend the most distant allusion to the material 
which eithefi' composed or covered the bag-pipe ? Steevens remarks ; “ As 
the aversion was not caused by the outward appearance of the bag-pipe, 
but merely by the sound arising from its inflation, I have placed the 
conjectural reading [of Sir John Hawkins], ^ swollen,^ in the text.” So 
also Mason j ‘‘There can be little doubt but ^swollen bag-pipe' is the 
true reading, I consider it as one of those amendments which carry con- 
viction the moment they are suggested : and it is to be observed, that 
it is not by the sight ^oi* the bag-pipe that the persons alluded to are 
aftected, but by the sound, which can only be produced when the l*^ag is 
swollen.” — I adopt the Ms. Corrector’s emendation, which has exactly 
the same meaning as Hawkins’s ; and, as Mr. Collier notices, the word 
occurs in our author's Rape of Lnm-ece, 

Here one, being throng’d, bears back, all lolhi and red.” 

(^have repeatedly met with old handwriting in which the initial Shore 
such resemblance to w, that a compositor might easily have mistaken it 
for the latter.) — 1863. Dr. Ingleby declares that “it surpasses Ms ability 
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Muslf yield to such inevitable shame 
As to offend himself, being offended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will ncfo, 

More than a lodg’d hate and a certaiij loathing 
I bear Antonio, that I follow thus 
A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d ? 

JBass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, 

T’ excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my answer. 
Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not love ? 

Shy. Hates ’'any man the thing he would not kill ? 

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Shy. What, wouldst thou have a serpent sting thee twice ? 
Ant. I pray you, think you question with the Jew : 

You may as well go stand upon the beach, 

And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 

You may as well use question with the wolf, 

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 

You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise, 

When they are fretten with the gusts of heaven ; 

You may as well do any thing most hard, 

As seek to soften that, — than which what’s harder? — 

His Jewish heart : — therefore, I do beseech you. 

Make no more offers, use no further means. 

But, with all brief and plain conveniency, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and evei^ part a ducat, 

to undorstand ” how, m tlie face of Mason^s remark above quoted, l ean 
adopt the Ms. Corrector’s — Dr. Inglejby himself preferring 

CapeTl’s ‘‘ wauling,” or rather “ waulin’.” See A UomfUte View of the 
Shakspere Controversy, dec., p. 228. — Mr. Staunton (Addenda and Cor- 
rigenda to his Shakespeare^ defends the old reading, a woollen hag-pipe f 
by citing from Massingers Maid of Honour, act iv. sc. 4, 

‘‘ Walks she on woollen feet ? ” — 

not" considering that ‘ woollen hag-pipe ” (if right) niean^a bag-pipe act^ 
ally covered with woollen dothy while imolUnfeeV^ is a purely metaphorical 
expression. 
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1 would not draw them, — 1 would have my boni 

Biike, How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering none ? 
Shy, What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchas’d slave, 

Which, like your asses and your dogs and mules, 

You use in abject and in slavish parts, 

-Because you bought them : — shall I say to you, 
jfei^^them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 

Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season’d with such viands ^ You will answer, 

The slaves are ours : — so do I answer you : 

The pound of desh, which I demand of him, 

Is dearly bought, ’tis mine, and I will have it. 

If you deny me, fie upon your law I 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice. 

I stand for judgment : answer, — shall I have it ? 

JDuhe. Upon my power I may dismiss this court, 

Unless Bellario, a learnM doctor, 

Whom I have sent for to determine this, 

Come here to-day. 

Solan, My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor, 

Hew come from Padua. 

Dulce, Bring us the letters ; call the messenger. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man, courage yet ! 
The Jew shall have my flesh^^ blood, bones, and all, 

-Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant, I am a tainted wether of the flock, 

Meetest for death : the weakest? land of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground ; and so let me : 

You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 

Than to live stiil,'>and write mine epitaph. 


Eniar Herissa, dressed lihe a latoy&t''''s clerk 

Duke, jpame you from Padua, from Bellario ? 

Men From both, my lord. Bellario greets your grace. 

a lettm 



400 


THE MERCHANT OF FEtUCE. [act iv. 


i/ttss". Why dost thou whet thy knife so eainestly ? 

Shy To cut the forfeit^^®^ from that bankrupt there. 

Gh^a, Not on thy sole, but on thy ^ul, harsh Jew, 

Thou mak'st thy knife keen ; but no i^netal can, 

No, not the hangman’s axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy Can no prayers pierce thee ? 

Shy, No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 

Go'a, 0, be thou damn’d, inexorable dog 
And for thy life let justice be accus’d. 

Tiiou almost mak’st me waver in my faith. 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of menj thy currish spirit 
Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human slaughter, 

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 

And, whilst thou lay’st in thy iinhallow’d dam, 

Infus’d itself in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous. 

Shy, Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond, 

Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud ; . 

Eepair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

Duhe, This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court.— 

Where is he ? 

Ner, He attendeth here hard by, 

To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him. 

Duke. With all my heart. — Some three or four of you 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. — 

Meantime the court shall h5kr Bellano’s letter 

Clerk. \)^eads\ ‘‘ Your grace shall understand, that at the re« 
ceipt of your letter I am very sick ; hut in the instant that your 
messenger came, in loving visitation was with^ine a young doctor 
of Borne ; his name is Balthazar. I acquainted Mm with the 

The old eds. have “forfeiture.*'’ — “Read,” s^s Ritson, 
“‘/or/e^^.' It occurs repeatedly i;a the present scene for 
But the correction had been made, long before Rijsoi^is time, by 
Rowe. 

mexorahle dog!} So the third folio, — m winch the misprint 
“ inexecrable dog ” was first corrected. 
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cause in controversy between tlie Jew and Antonio tbe mercnant : 
we turned o’er many books together: he is furnished with my 
opinion; which, betten|i with his own learning, — the gi;eatness 
' whereof I cannot enough commend,— comes with him, at my im- 
portunity, to fill up your grace’s request in my stead. I beseech 
you, let his lack of years be no impediment to let him lack a 
jpeverend estimation ; for I never knew so young a body with so 
old a head. I leave him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial 
^all better pubhsh his commendation.” 

Duhe, You hear the learned Bellario, what he writes ; 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come. 


Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 

Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario ? 

Pot, I did, my lord. 

JDitke. You’re welcome: take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court ? 

Pot, I am informed throughly of the cause. — 

Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew ? 

Duke, Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 

Pot. Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy. Shylock is my name 

Pot. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 
fet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed. — 

You stand within his danger, do you not ? {To Antonio. 
Ant Aj, so he says. 

Po7\ Do you confess the bond ? 

Ant I do. 

Pot. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy. On what Compulsion must I ? tell me that. 

Pot. The quality of mercy is not strain’d, — 

It dtoppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon tte place beneath : it is twice bless’d, — 

It blessetb hyn that gives, and him that takes ; 

Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes 
The thronM monarch better than his crown; 

VOL. 11. 
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His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above this sceptred sway, — 

It is enthroried in the hearts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then show likesb GocVs 
When mercy seasons justice Therefore, Jew, 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this, — 

That, in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
IMust needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law, 

The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

For, Is he not able'^to discharge the money ? 

Bass, Yes, here I tender ’t for him in the court ; 

Yea, thrice the sum if that will not suffice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart : 

If this will not suffice, it must appear 

That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you, 

Wrest once the law to your authority : 

To do a great right, do a little wrong ; 

And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

For, It must not be; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 

’Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 

And many an error, by the same example, 

Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy, A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel ! — - 

(^2) thrice the sum .*] The old eds. have twice the sumf^^ef But a 
httle after, Portia says, “ Shylock, there’s th 7 'ice thy money oiffer’d thee ; ” 
and so too Shylock himself, at p. 405, I take his offei*y then pay the 
bond thr%ce” &c. (Malone’s attempt to reconcile the inconsistency of 
old eds, is very far from happy — Bassanio had offered at first but twice 
the sum, but Portia goes further,” &c.) 
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0 wise yoTing judge, how I do honour thee ! 

Pot. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy, Here ^tis, mist reverend doctor, here it is. 

Pvr. Shylock, thei?e’s thrice thy money offer’d thee. 
^hy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ? 

Ho, not for Venice. 

For. Why, this bond is forfeit ; 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to .be by h im cut off 
nearest the merchant’s heart. — Be merciful : 

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

SJiy, When it is paid according to the tenour. — 

It doth appear you are a worthy judge ; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar. 

Proceed to judgment : by my soul I swear 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

"Ant Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

Pot. Why then thus it is : — 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 

Shy. 0 noble judge ! 0 excellent young man ! 

Pot. Por the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty. 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. ’Tis very true : 0 wise and upright judge ! 

How much more elder art thou than thy looks 1 
Pot. Therefore lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. Ay, his breast : 

So says the boM : — doth it not, noble judge ? — 
nearest his heart : those are the very words. 

Pot. It is so. Are there balance’ here to weigh 
The fleah ? 

Shy. X h%ve them ready. 

Pot. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge. 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
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Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

Pot. It is not so express’d : but wh^t of that ? 

’Twere good yon do so much for charit;^. 

Shy. I cannot find it ; ’tis not in the bond. 

Pot. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say ? 
Ant. But little : I am arm’d and well prepar’d. — 
Give me your hand, Bassanio : fare you well 1 
Grieve not that I am faB’n to this for you ; 

For herein Fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use 
To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable wife : 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end ; 

Say how I lov’d you, speak me fair in death ; 

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge ' 

Whether Bassanio had not once a lover.^'^^ 

Eepent not you that you shall lose your friend, 

And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 

I’ll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife 
Which is as dear to me as life itself ; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world. 

Are not with me esteem’d above thy life: 

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Pot. Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 
If she were by, to hear you make the often 
Ora. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love: 

I wotild she were in heaven, so she could 

R Of such a misery^ Tlie ” was added in the second folio. 
Whether Bassanio had not once a lover.] The old eds. Bxve 
once a loue.” — Compare, p. 390, - 

■ ‘‘this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover of mj lord,” &o. 

** lover” i,e, friend. 
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Entreat some power to change this currish J ew. 

Ner, ’Tis well you offer it behind her hack ; 

The wish would mal|e else an unquiet house. 

Shy. These he the Christian husbands I I have a 
daughter, — 

Would any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had been her husband rather than a Christian I — [Aside. 

We trifle time : I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

For. A pound of that same merchant’s flesh is thine 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Shy. Most rightful judge 1 

For. And you must cut this flesh from off his breast : 
The law allows it, and the court awards it 

Shy. Most learned judge ! — A sentence ! come, - pre* 
pare 1 

For. Tarry a little ; there is something else. 

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood, — 

The words expressly are, a pound of flesh : 

Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 

But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
'One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

Gra. 0 upright judge ! — Mark, Jew : — 0 learnM judge ! 
Shy. Is that the law ? 

Fo7\ Thyself shalt see the act : 

Eor, as thou urgest justice, be assur’d 

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st. 

Gra. 0 learned judge ! — Mark, Jew : — a learned judge ! 
Shy. I take his offer, then — pay the bond thrice, 

And let the Christian go. 

Fass, Here is the money. 

For. Soft! 

The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft ! no haste : — 

He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra 0 Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge I 


(^®) I take Ms offer, thm ; — ] The old edf^. have I take this offer then' 
(which Jiialone and M-ason defend). 
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Por. Tlierefore prepare thee to cut off the flesh 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less nor more 
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak's-u more 
Or less than a just pound, — be ’t but so much 
As makes it light or heavy in the substance 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair, — 

Thou diest, and all thy goods are ‘Confiscate. 

A second Daniel, a Daniel, J ew 1 
ISTow, infi.del, I have thee on the hip 

Por. "VPiy doth the Jew pause ? take thy forfeiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Por. He hath refus’d it in the open court : 

He shall have merely justice and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I, a second Daniel 1 — 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal ? 

Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture. 

To be "so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it ! 
ril stay no longer question. 

Pro. Tarry, Jew: 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 

If it be proved against an alien 
That by direct or indirect attempts 
He seek the life of any citizer^ 

The party ’gainst the which he doth contrive 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, thou stand’st ; 

For it appears, by manifest proceeding. 

That indirectly, and directly too, 

Thou hast contriv’d against the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr’d 
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The danger formally by me rehears’d. 

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg that t^ou mayst have leave to hang thy- 
self: 

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore thou must be hang’d at the state’s charge. 

p-iike. That thou shalt see the difference of our spirit, 

1 pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s ; 

The other half comes to the general state, 

Which humbleness may drive unto a fine 
For. Aj, for the state, — not for Antonio. 

Shy. Fay, take my life and all; pardon not that: 

You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life, 

When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Pot. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 

Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing else, for God’s sake. 

Ant. So please my lord the duke and all the court 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 

I am content ; so he will let me have 
The other half in use, to render it, 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter : 

Two things provided more, — that, for this favour, 

He presently become a Christian ; 

The other, that he do record a gift, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d. 

Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter. 

' Ikike. He shall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

Pot. Art th«it contented, J ew ? what dost thou say ? 

Shy. I am content. 

Pm\ Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy: I pray you, give me leave to go from hence ; 

(Tc) formally] So Warburton. — The old eds. have ‘^formorly^' and 
formerly.” 
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I am not well : send the deed after me, 

And I will sign it. 

Dulce, Get thee gone, hut do it. 

Gm. In christening shalt thou have two godfathers'; 

Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more. 

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 

[Erdt Shylock. 

Duhe. Six, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Pot. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon : 

I must away this night toward Padua, 

And it is meet I presently set forth. 

Ditlce. I'm sorry that your leisure serves you not — 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

Por, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[^Exeunt EuTce, Magnificoes, and Tram. 
Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant. And stand indebted, over and abo\e, 

In love and service to you evermore. 

For. He is well paid that is well satisfied;' 

And I, delivering you, am satisfied, 

And therein do account myself well paid : 

My mind was never yet more mercenary. 

I pray you, know me when we meet again : 

I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you further : 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 

Hot as a fee: grant me two things, I pray you, — 

Hot to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Po%. You press me fax, and therefore 1 1^31 yield. 

Give me your gloves, Fll wear them for your sake • 

And, for your love, Til take this ring from you 
Do not draw back your hand ; 111 take no more , 

And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Bass. This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifiei 
1 will not shame myself to give you this. 
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For. I will have nothing else but only this 
And now nietl links I have a mind to it. 

Bass There’s niore^ depends on this than on the value. 
The dearest ring in "Vienice will I give you, 

And^find it out by proclamation: 

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

For. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 

Ten taught me first to beg ; and now methinks 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer’d. 

Fass, Good sir, this ring was given me by my wife 
And, when she put it on, she made me vow 
That I should neither sell nor give nor lose it. 

For. That ’sense serves many men to save their gifts. 

An if your wife be not a mad- woman. 

And know how well I have deser\ ’d this ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever 
Yor giving it to me. Well, peace be with you ! 

[Exetint Fortia and Mrissa. 
Ant. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the ring : 

Let his deservings, and my love withal. 

Be valu’d ’gainst your wife’s commandment.^^®^ 

enemy] Altered to enmity” by »l,owe. 

( 78 ) Be valued Against your wifds commandment.l Robertf^^s quarto bas 

Be valevfd ga%nst your wines commandeuienU ” 

Heyes’s quarto, 

“Re valued gainst your wines commaundement.” 

The folio, 

“ Be valued against your koines commandement.”— 

Here commandment” is to be read^as a quadrisyllable, — ^and so again 
in a line in The First Fart of King Henry VT. act 1, se. 3, which the folio 
gives thus, “ From him I haue expresse command&mntf &c. (In all the 
other passages of Shakespeare where it occurs in his blank verse it is a 
trisyllable,) But spelling of this word in the old copies goes for 
nothing : e.g. in King John^ act iv. sc. 2, the folio has * 

“Haue I comman dement on the pulse of life?” 

thmgk ^*spnimmdement ” is there a trisyllable. And I cannot understand 
why several of the modern editors should print “ cowmandement” here 
And in the»abcwe-mentioBed line of Henry VL, while in a great number 
other words, which, if the orthography is to be suited to the metre, 
require the addition of a syllable, they content themselves with the 
usual spelling; for instance, they print children f England” 
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Bass. G-o, Gratiano, run and overtake him ; 

Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thou canst, 

Unto Antonio's house : — away ! make ^laste. [Exit Gh'atiano. 
Come, you and I will thither presently;; 

And in the morning early will we both 

Ply toward Belmont : come, Antonio. [Exmnt^ 


Scene IL The same A street 
Enter Pohtia and Nerissa, disguised as before. 

Bor. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this deed^ 
And let him sign it : well away to-night, 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gbatiano. 

Gra. Fair sir, you are well o'erta'en : 

My Lord Bassanio, upon more advice, 

Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

For. That cannot be : 

His ring I do accept most thankfully ; ' 

And so, I pray you, tell, him : furthermore, 

I pray you, show my youth old Shylock's house. 

Gra. That will I do. 

Her. Sir, I would speak with you. — 

111 see if I can get my husband's ring, [To Portia^ 

Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 

For. Thou mayst, I warrant. We shall have old swearing 
That they did give the rings away to men ; 

But we'll outface them, and outswear thenf too. 

Away ! make haste : thou know'st where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to this house ? 

\Exeimt. 

rememhrmcef juggler f handling f enfeebled f &c &c., — when, 
be consistent, they Cnghtto have printed ‘‘dazzeled,” “childeren,'^ 
land/’ ‘‘rememberance/’ “jnggeler,” handeling,” “enfeebeled,’’&c. &c. 
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ACT V. 

ScMTE 1. Belmont Pleasure-grounds of Poetia's house. 

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor. The moon shines bright : — ^in such a night as this^ 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 

And they did make no noise, — ^in such a night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Trojan walls, 

And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents. 

Where Oressid lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night 

Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew, 

And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 

And ran dismay’d away. 

Lor. ' In such a night 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav’d her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night 

Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old ^son. 

Lor. ' In such a night 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew, 

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. And^^®^ in suck a night 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well, 

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 

And ne’er a true 4 >jie. 

Lor. And in such a night 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 

Slander b^r love, and he forgave it her. 

P) And'\ This, as well as the ^^AncV^ at the commencement of the 
next speech, is found in some copies of the second folio.— Not in the 
other old eds. 
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5'es, 1 would out-niglit you, did no body come 
Eut, bark, I bear the footing of a man. 

Eater Stbphanu 

Lot. Who comes so fast in silence of the night ? 

Steph. A friend. 

Lor. A friend 1 what friend ? your name, I pray yo^, 
friend ? 

Steph. Stephano is my name ; and I bring word 
lly mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont r she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
Bor happy wedlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes' with her ? 

Steph. hTone but a holy hermit and her maid. 

I pray you, is my master yet return’d ? ' 

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him. — 

But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prepare 

Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 

Eater Launcelot. 

Lmm. Sola, sola ! wo ha, ho1 sola, sola • 

Lor. Who calls ? . 

Laun. Sola ! — did you see Master Lorenzo and Mistress 
Lorenzo — sola, sola I 

Lor. Leave hollaing, man : — here. 

Laun. Sola ! — where ? 'v^ere ? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun. Tell" him there’s a post come from my master, 
with his horn full of good news : my niaster will be here 
ere fnorning, [Emt 

Lor. Sweet soul,^®®^ let’s in, and there expect their coming. 
And yet no matter : — ^why should we go in ? — 

My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 

Sueet soul,] In the 4tos and the folio these words form the 
■conclusion of the preceding speech. 
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WitHn the house, your mistress is at hand ; 

And bring your music forth mto the air. [Exit Stephano. 
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 

Here we sit, and l§t the sounds of music 
Creep our ears : soft stillness and the night 
Becoj^e the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica Look, how the floor of heaven 
ll*tMck inlaid with patines^®^^ of bright gold: 

There's not the smallest orb which thou behold’st 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the young-ey’d cherubins, — 

Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 

But whilst this muddy vestui’e of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.^®^^ 

Enter Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn 1 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear, 

(SI) patines] Here Hcyes’s quarto and the foho have “ pattens ; 
Eoberts’s quarto has “pattents.” — Whether we spell the word patines 
“ patens,” or “ patents,” matters perhaps little : but we must consider 
the reading of the second folio ^‘patterns” (which Mr. Collier ado]»ts) 
as a mere misprint. — ^The poet means that the floor of heaven is thickly- 
inlaid with plates or circular ornaments of gold. Compare Sylvester's 
BuBartcvs; 

“ Th’ Almighties finger fixed many a million 
Of golden smtohions [the original has ^^platmes dorees ”] in that rich 
pavillion.” The Fourth Dag of the First Week, p. 33, eel. 1641. 
That sumptuous canapy, 

The which th’ un-niggard hand of Ma-jesty 
Poudred so thick with shields [the original has “ ”] so 

shining deer,” &c. Id. p. 34. — 

1863. Mr. W, H. Lettsom observes,^ ^ Patterns,' the reading of the second 
folio, seems to me rather a sophistication than a misprint.” 

( 82 ) Such harmony is in immortal souls; 

Bu!t tihilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it'] 

So Heyes^s quarto. — Eoberfs’s quarto and the folio have Doth grossly 
dSbsejii it” &c. — In the words, close it in” we must understand “it” 
as relernng to the soul : but some of the earlier editors printed close 
us ini 

“ Our walls of flesh, that close our soules, God knew too weak, and gaue 
A further guard,” &c. 

Warner’s Alhions England, book x. ch. lix. p. 258, ed. 1596.) 
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And "draw her home with music. {Mvsic. 

Jes. I’m never merry when I hear sweet masic. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits afe attentive : 

Tor do hut note a wild and wanton^herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 

Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears, 

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 

Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze, 

By the sweet power of music : therefore the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods , 

Since naught so stockish, hard, and full of rage. 

But music for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds. 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 

And Ms affections dark as Erebus : 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the music. 


Lnte?' PouTiA a?Z(l Nerissa. 

Por. That light we see is burning in my halL 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

IVer. When the moon shone, we did not see the candle. 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 

A substitute sliines brightly as a king, 

Until a king be by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into;, the main of waters. — Music 1 hark ’ 

IVer. It is your music, madam, of the house. 

Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect : 

Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

IVer. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam/* 

Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark, 

When neither is attended ; and I think 
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The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 

When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
ITo better a musician ihan the wren. 

How many things by ^season season’d are 
To^heir right praise and true perfection! — 

Peace, ho ! the moon sleeps with Endymion, 

AndVould not be awak’d. [ifimc ceasesS^^^ 

Peace, ho f the moon sleeps with JSndymioni 

And would not he awaldd, [Music ceases.] 

The old eds. have “ Peace, how the moo 7 ie,^^ &e. — I adopt Malone’s altera- 
tion ; aiid since one ciilic has been pleased to say that “ there is not a 
more inexcusable defeat coniimtted on the text of Shakespeare by any 
editor than is done by Mr. Malone in this exquisite passage,” I am 
forced, at the risk of being tedious, to state fully the grounds of my 
conviction that Malone’s is the true leading. — I. Shakespeare would 
liardly have employed such a phrase as ‘‘how the moon sleeps with 
Midymion” &c. ; — he would have interposed some adverb (or ailverbial 
adjective) between “how” and ^^the moon,^^ <&e. : so previously in tliis 
acene (p. 413) we have 

“ How sweet the moonlight deeps upon this bank > ” 

II. “ J/o,” as I have already observed, was often written with the spell- 
ing “ How, ’ — see note 135 on Lovds Lahou'ds Lost; and I may add, that 
previously in the present play, p. 364, where Lorenzo calls out, Ho ! 
tohds within Heyes’s quarto has “Howe whose within (In like 
manner examples are not wanting of “ Low ” being put for “ Lo ; ” as in 
Hilbert’s Edward the Second, p. 32, ed. 1629, 

“ Low now (quoth he) I haue my hearts desire.”) 

TIL That Portia is enjoining the musicians to be silent, is proved by 
the stage- direction of the old eds., Music ceasesj^ So in Julius Omar 
Oasca silences the music with 

“ Peace, ho I Ccesar speaks.” Act 1 sc. 2. 

and we have the same expression in other of our author’s plays ; 

“ Peace, hoi 1 bar confusion,” &c. As you like it, act v. sc. 4, 

“ Peace, ho, for shame ! contusion’s cure lives not 
In these confusions.” Romeo and Juliet, act iv. sc. 5, 

IV. It is quite natural that immediately after the command Peace, 
ho ! ” we should l^aye the reason for that command, viz. “ the moon 
sleeps with Endymion,^^ &c. : while, on the contrary, there is (as Malone 
saw) an oddness” in ^^Peaee^’ being followed by a mere exclamation, 
“how the moon sleeps/^ &:c. 

• “ Malon^,” says Mr. Knight, “ substituted Peace, ho ! the moon, think- 
ing that Tortia uses the words as commanding the music to cease. 
This would be a singularly unladylike act of Portia, in reality as weE 
as in expressiof?” But, for my own part, I see no impropne^ in a lady 
ordering her own musicians, in her own domain, to leave off playing ; 
-and as to the “expression,” — Mr. Knight seems to have forgotten -both 
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Pot. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 

For a light -wife doth make a heavy husband, 

And never be Bassanin so for me : 

But Gt)d sort all I — Icoxi'm welcome home, my lord. 

Bass. I thank you, madam. Give welcome to my friend : 
Th|g is the man, this is Antonio, 

^To whom I am so infinitely bound. 

for. You should in all sense be much bound to 
him. 

For, as 1 hear, he was much bound for you. 

Ant No more than I am well acq^uitted of. 

Pot. Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 

It must appear in other ways than words, 

Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy. 

Gra. \to Nerissa\ By yonder moon I swear you do me 
wrong ; 

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk : 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart. 

Pot. a quarrel, ho, already ! what's the matter ? 

Chra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give to me; whose posy was^®°^ 

For all the world like cutler's poetry 
Upon a knife, Love me, and leave me not.” 

Ner. What talk you of the posy or the value ? 

You swore to me, when I did give it you, 

That you would wear it till your hour of death; 

And that it should lie with you in your grave : 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 

You should have been respectife, and have kept it. 

Gave it a judge's clerk ! no, God's my judge, 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on's face that had it. 

Ora. He wilh, <an if he live to be a man 


Is UeYi$$ * in this passage singular or plural [‘ sense^ ^ 
Versification^ &c., p. 248. 

That she did give to me; whose ^osy was] The old eds. omit “to 
which Ste%ven^ proposed to insert, comparing what presently follows, 
“T gave it to a youth ; ” and so Mr. Oollieifs Ms. Oorreetor. — Mr. W. N. 
Lettsom conjectures ‘ That she did gwe me; one whose jposy wmT — 
Heyes’s quarto has ^^posiep^ Roberts’s quarto and the folio “poesie.” 
VOL. IL 2 1> 
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Mcrr Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Giu. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,— 

A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy^ 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk ; 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee : 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

For. You were to blame, — I must be plain with you,— 
To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift ; 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, 

And riveted with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands, — 

[ dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it, 

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 

You give your wife too linkind cause of grief 
An ’twere to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bass. \aside\ Why, I were best to cut my left hand 
off, 

And swear I lost the ring defending it. 

Qra. My Lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’d it, and indeed 
Deserv’d it too ; and then the boy, his clerk, 

-That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine : 

And neither man nor master would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Pot, What ring gave you, my lord ? 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me. 

Bass, If I could add a lie unto a fault, 

1 would deny it ; but you s€e my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, — it is gone. 

(s®) Andrimted] The old eds. have ^^And so which Capell 

altered to “ And riveted so : ” but the so in this ime was evidently 
repeated by mistake from the just above it, in the preceding line 
but one. 

(®') Y ou gim your wife too Unkind came of grief .* ] W alker^s^orrection 
(see his remarks on the interpolated a , — Orlt. Emm., &o., voL i. p. 87-^; 
where he compares King Lear, act iii. sc. 4, 

such a lowness but his H^ikind daughters"). 

The «jLd eds. have Ton giue your wife too mkinde a came of greefef^ 
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For. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 

By jaeaven, I will ne’er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring 

Np'. Ifor I in yours 

Till I again see mine 

Bass. Sweet Portia, 

iF you did know to whom I gave the ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 

And how unwillingly I left the ring, 

When naught would be accepted but the ring, 

You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

For. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 

Or your own honour to contain the ring, 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 

What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleas’d to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony^ 

Herissa teaches me what to believe : 

111 die for’t but some woman had the ring. 

Bass, Ko, by mine honour, madam, by my soul, 

No woman had it, but a civil doctor. 

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 

And begg’d the ring ; the which I did deny him, 

And sufler’d him to go displeased away; 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady f 

I was enforc’d to send it afte»him* 

I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 

‘ My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besme^ it. Pardon me, good lady ; 

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, I think, you would have begg’d 
Iriie riig of me to give the worthy doctor. 

For, Let not that doctor e’er come near my house : 
Since he hafli got the jewel that I lov’d, 

And that which you did swear to keep for me, 
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1 will l)ecoiEe as liberal as you ; 
ni not deny Mm any tMng I have, 

No, not my body nor my husband's bgd : 

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it: 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me like Argus • 

If you do not,, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, wMch is yet mine own, 

I'll have that doctor for my bedfellow, 

Ner, And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis'd 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra,- Well, do you so : let not me take him, then ; 

For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 

Ant I am th' unhappy subject of these quarrels. 

Pot. Sir, grieve not you ; you're welcome notwithstand- 
ing. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong; 

And, in the hearing of these many friends, 

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself, — 

Pot. Mark you but that ! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself ; 

In each eye, one : — swear by your double self, 

And there's an oath of credit. 

Bass. Nay, but hear me : 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul 1 swear 
1 never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant I once did lend my body for his wealth ; 

Which, but for him that had your husband's ring, 

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Pot. Then you shall be his surety. Give him this ; 

And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant Here, Lord Bassanio ; swear to keep this ring. 

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor ! 

Pot. I had it of him : pardon me, Bassanio ; 

Pm\ by this ring, the doctor lay with me. 

Mr. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ; 

For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk, 



SCENE i.j ri^ MBRCHANT OF FENICB. • 431 

In lien of this, last night did lie with 

65jra. this is like the mending of highways 

In summer, when^^^^ the ways are fair enough : 

Whatj are we cuckolls ere we have deserv’d it ? 

For. Speak not so grossly. — Ton are all amaz’d : 

Here is a letter, read it at your leisure ; 

It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 

’{'here you shall find that Portia was the doctor ; 

^Terissa there her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you, 

And even but now return’d ; I have not yet 
Enter’d my house. — Antonio, you are welcome ; 

And I have better news in store for you 
Than vou expect : unseal this letter soon ; 

There you shall find three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 

You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on tins letter. 

Ant I am dumb. 

Foss. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not ^ 

Gra, Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckold ? 
Mr. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it, 

Unless he live until he be a man. 

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow 
When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 

Ant Sweet lady, you have given me life and living ; 

For here I read for certain that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 

Fm\ How now, Lorenzo 1 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

Mr. Ay, and I’ll give them' him without a fee. — 

(S8) Ihlim of last night did he vAth me.'\ Mr. Grant White too 
hastily prints In heu of thee, last night:’ &c., asking What ifieaiiing 
has i in lieu of this ’ heie ? ” The answer is — It lueans in consideration 
^ this (ring).” Compaie, earlier in this play, ]>. 408, lim [t.e. in 
consider^ion] whereof f See.; and The Tempest^ act 1. sc. z, 

Which was, that he, in lieu d p.e. in consideration of] the premises, — 
Of hoifiageA 

(^) wheril So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, — The old eds. have 
** where.” 
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There do I give to you and Jessica, 

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 

After his death, of all he dies possess’d of. 

Lot. Fair ladies, you drop manna tin the way 
Of starved people. 

Pot. It is almost morning. 

And yet I’m sure you are not satisfied 
Of these events at full. Let us go in ; 

And charge us there upon inter’gatories, 

And we will answer all things faithfully 
Gra. Let it he so : the first inter’gatory 
That my FTerissa shall be sworn on is, 

Whether tiU the next night she had rather stay, 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day : 

But were the day come, I should wish it dark. 
That I were couching with the doctor’s clerk. 
Well, while I live I’ll fear no other thing 
So sore as keeping safe IsTerissa’s ring. 
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